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A  GREAT  FACT. 


'Ill  SONGS, 

Toasts,  Sentiments,  and  Recitation, 

FOR 

n 0  \  I  \  «  D  AY, 

Containing  Dibdin’s  Sea  Songs,  Nigger,  American,  English,  Irish, 
Scotch,  and  Welsh  Songs.  Authors  all  the  most  popular,  lhe 
Songs,  &c.,  are  not  to  be  surpassed  in  a  5s.  volume. 


A  popular  Recitation,  Bristle  and  I  Black  Pink 

£85» 'JZSS The 'fgger  Coast  Barber 

The  Yankee  Christmas  Box  Cynthia  Sue 

Penefret  Shone^a^vorHe  Welsh  ditty  g^Jn^o  my  canoe 

Parody  on  the  Tired  soldier  Se  Sle  of^alUmore 

The  sogers  are  coming  .  0  T  \ 

The  tight  little  Island.  Kecitatio#  Ro.a lx* 

Blow  high  blow  low  Topoy  o^son^  ^  ^ 

A  sal  or  8  °P  T  Ole  Boll  and  ol«  Dan  Tucker 

,^&love  r?ctr  • 

The  Sailor’s  lesson 

Broken  gold  My  is  on  de  shore 

The  welcome  Stop  dat  knockin 

Jack  in  Ins  element  De  flne  q1q  coloured  Gentleman 

Bright  gems  that  twink  .  *Xis  hard  to  give  the  hand 

hTecl  that  died  at  sea  Keep  in  de  wheel  track 

Lamplighter  Dick  Uncle  Quash’*  presents. 

While  up  the  shrouds  iro,a  TWinir  fflava 

The  standing  toast  ti!1®  iPto  i  fv  io w?y  prove  .  - 

The  .oldi.r>  grave.  Roc.tat.ou  «  thoi  wiSin  it  clain.  leve 

Saturday  night  at  sea  would  I  were  yon  evening  star 

Tom  Bowling  T>m  ]iappv  hut  when  thou  art  near 

The  soldier’s  adum  j  cajuiot  forget  thee 

Yankee  Land.  Hardwick.  By  Julia’s  easement  waroling  bird 

Where's  my  Highland  lassie  f  j4t  as  it  should  be  .  . 

Popular  Parody  on  my  pietty  Jane.  j  don’t  forget  the  happy  hour* 

Oh,  lady  beware  See  brighter  hours  in  stare  • 

Spare  a  halfpenny  to  a  blind  Negro  r,  8 

Who  cares  for  you,  Mary  Ann  ?  .“  ?  r. 

De  Niggar  toast  ;  '  -  Hess 

Susannah  Bell  -  ,  — fV 

De  fire  fly  lamp  £ 

John  Crow’s  noot _ _  "  , _ 

LONDON:  PATTIS,  31,  PATERNOSTER  ROW,  E.C. 


DERI^T  MAY. 
Come  Ustej*  *b’r>  nigga, 

A  stop* y  I*H  relate, 

Dat  happen'd  in  a  valeupon 
The  old  Car’line  estate. 

Twas  in  a  flow’ry  meadow. 

Where  I  u»'d  to  makede  hay, 
1  work'd  de  faster  while  I  sung 
Ob  you, my  dearest  May. 

Chorus 


1.  .  ____  1  You  tajk  to  me, jpfffl  jiv  wfwt 

^09 A  I«3EE.  Till  tjpgrs  comibin  your  tfe'i 

W^en  T  lib'4l*l  Tfctmessse,  You  luhgpe,  an(T$Jub  yipu  too, 

tJ-U»a-lit  o4|-|fl  And  dafr#  jde  rea*pti  whj% 

I  went  a  courtin*  Rosa  Lee, 

U-li-a-li-o-la-e  ! 

£vef*s  darkas  winfcerpight,  GABBY  MB  BACK  TO  O 

T  Ipt  JUirtdas  bfiry  brit?!^  YIRGINNY 

When  T  be  foolish*  Joe  1  1  work  onboard  a  floating  scow 

She  said  ‘Now  don  t  be  foolish  Joe  .  Rj?ht  thro.  de  weary  day 

ohorus*  A  r&kiug  in  the  oyster  beds, 

•  «-U«l  TH^ilighliMesawiy;  __ 


t  fib  «Hr«e>; 
n  yourtfe; 

Jub  yipu  too, 

9  why. 


Oh  dearestMay,  molt  lublf  <da*  u-H-a-li,  o-l*  e  [ 


,(Hm  ME  BACK  TO  OLE 

YXRWKNY 


OHPRUSw 


de  (lay* 


Courting  |n  Ttp&essee  ; 


Your  0#s  afrfcright  afstars  at*Sgfct  xj-li-a-li,  o-lA*! 

whende  moon  has  gone  away.  »^eath  the  wild  Banana  tree. 

Ole  mass  a  gabe  me  holiday,  j  said  n  iu^ly,  sral.  dat‘»  plain 

I  wropld  dat  dey  were  more,  IMLa-li.  o-la.e ! 

Wid  gladsome  h^art 1  push  away  Breff  ag  swePt  a3  gn?ar  cane. 

My  boat  from  otf  de  shore,  U4ua-li,o-la-,e  ! 

And  paddled  down  deriber.  Feet  so  large  and  comely  too, 

Wid  spirits  light  and  Jfee»  Might  make  a  cradle  of  each  sho 

To  de  cottage  ob  my  darlm  May,  Rq*  %  fcake  me  foT  your  beau,— * 

I  burn  so  much  to  see.  ah  said  ‘Now  don't  be  fooliih 


1  ,5it,,  Plai"'  Oh  carry  me  back  tool.  Virgin, 

Breff  as  awe"  Its  sngar  cane.  To  ole  Virgiony  shore  . 

U-ti-.-li,o-U-e1  Oh  .  carry  me  hack  tooleVirg 

[Feet  so  large  and  comely  too,  Virginny  shore. 

Might  make  a  cradle  of  each  shoe :  If  I  were  young  and  strong  agai 
Rosa  take  me  for  your  beau,—*  I*d  lead  a  different  life. 

She  said, ‘Now  don't  be  fooluhiJos!  I«d  s^be  my  money, buy  a  farm, 
Lr.,  at _ Kn  ♦am  And  dinah  take  for  wife. 


THUfilighUtajUs  *ymyj 

And  I  gr<n*i*laiut«*i<|<>ld» 

I  etfinot  to^mttch  nmre, 

Oh  jAarry  menaific  befgtfe  I  die. 

To  ole  Virginny  shore. 

CHORDS 

Oh  carry  me  back  to  olo  Virginny, 
To  ole  Virgiony  shore  ! 

Oh  !  carry  me  back  toole  Virginny 
To  ole  Virginny  shore. 

If  l  were  young  and  strong  again, 
I*d  lead  a  different  life. 


De  branches  by  de  Tiber  bank,  My  story  yet  is  to  be  told, 

Dey  hoop  into  de  tide,  TMi-a4bota-e! 

De  coon  he  plays  de  leaves  among,  Rosa  cotch’b  a  shocking  cola, 

De  mink  he  lurk  aside.  U-H  a*li,o-la-e! 

And  now  I  see  de  lublv  spot,  Send  de  doctor,  fetch  de  nurse— 

Where  May  she  smile  so  sweet,  Doctor  came,  but  make  her  worse  ; 

TJer  eves  are  bright  as  stars  at  night,  T  tried  to  make  her  laugh,  but  no,— 
ccrcycaa.cu.  6  o  Qki.  t  i«h.  Joe 


M^ra!iroUte°.bet°ld’  But  .  ow  ol«  age  ha  bolds  nie fast,  1 

n0^f^rehrWn?C°ld’  OhYc^S^^oTVl^inny, 

Bend  tie  doctor",  fetch  <le  tiur?e —  To  ol.W-ny  shore. 

Doctor  came,  but  make  her  worse  ;  And  when  I'm  laid  beneath  de  green 


Her  lips  are  red  as  beet. 

Beside  an  ole  oak  tree, 

For  many  an  hour  we  sat;  t 

Till  passed  de  bee-bird  from  de  flow 
And  came  abroad  de  bat, ; 

Aly  dearest  May  at  parting. 


T  tried  to  make  her  laugh,  but  no,—  jn  snug  and  silent  rest. 

She  said,4Now  don  ,t  be  foolish,  Joe  !  Let  possum  and  coon  to  my  funeral 


Dey  gib  her  up,  no  power  could  save 
U-li-a-li,  o-la*e  ! 

^he  ax  me,follow  to  her  grave, 

U  li-a-lT,  o*la*  e  ! 


For  I  always  liked  dem  best ; 
Den  sleeping  on  in  calm  repose, 
I’ll  dream  for  evermore. 


She  wept  ,  and  broken — hearted,  sbe  saw  my  tears  in  sorrow  flow. 


I  uk* "her hand,  ‘twas  cold  a,  death,  Dat  dey ‘ve  carried  me  back  to  ole 
-!o  cold,  I  hardly  draw  my  breff:  .Iff  qW. 


1  gabe  a  last  long  look  ob  lub 
And  back  to  massa  started. 


DE  BELLE  GB  BALTIMORE 
I‘ve  been  to  Alabama,  I‘ve  been  to 
Tennessee, 

I‘ve  sailed  de  Mississippi,  for  massa 
set  me  free ; 

I‘ve  kissed  de  lubly  Creole  gal  on 
Louisiana's  shore, 

But  I  neber  found  aga’  tomatch  my 
blooming  Bell* oh  Baltimore. 


Oh!  boys,  Belle's  a  beauty,  A.  . 

Eyes  so*  bright,  and  chsek  so  sooty.  Now  what’s  de  use  ob  Sich  as  me 
No  gal  1  eber  saw  before;  Ob  trviug  to  be  good  ? 

Could  equal  de  Belle  ob  Baltimore .  If  you  could  wash  de  black-a-moor 

Quite  white,  may  be  I  would. 

My  lub  is  tall  and  slender,  her  voice  Miss  Feely  preachee  talk  all  day, 


And  said,  ’fare  veil,  mv  dearest  Joe ! 

i 

TOPSY,S  SONG. 

"Words  by  C.  Jeffreys. 

I’m  but  a  little  nigga  gal. 

As  bla^k  ashlack  can  be; 

You  know  I  can’t  lub  nobody, 

♦Cos  nobody  lub  me. 

Dey  used  to  whip  me  long  ago  , 

And  den  I  wfsh  to  die— 

I  *spect  I  donno  how  to  lub, 

And  dat’s  de  reason  why.  1 


is  berry  clear, 


She  says  me  tellbig  lie— 


You‘d  think  she  was  an  HowlingalelNo  good  for  me  to  speak  de  truth 


if  once  her  voice  yopfp  bear ; 

1  wentdownto  her  cabin, and  rapped 
upon  de  door  :  j 


And  dat’s  de  reason  why. 

She  can ‘ t  abea/r  de  irigga  gaW 
Miss  Feely  mak‘  me  laugh— 


1  !LenM,:.g.'Vne.„™yK^!&B  Hi  touch  her  Wd.  she bru’sh  away. 


my  sweet  Belle  ob  Baltimore. 


As  if  de  black  come  off. 

I  is  so  wicked— dat‘s  de  thing! 


I  wrote  my  luba  letter,  and  scented  TorTe bVnb,  t 

De  muXannclobe,,  and  pepper  de  'r^,n' Thy 

mint  stuck  oat  about  free  feet,  And  dat  9  de  reason  wny‘ 
Bnt  all  my  trouble  was  no  use,  1  But  you  Miss  Evy,  you  so  good 
neber  see‘d  hermore,  I  mind  de  words  you  say— 

Fori  squash'd  de  taodor  ‘fections  ob  You  re  wot  afraid  to  touch  my 
ir.y  swe^t  Bet  Y  Baltimonu  Ypunehber  turn  away: 


Virginny, 

To  oie  Virginny  shore, 

OLE  BULL  AND  OLE  DAN 
TUCKER 

White  folks,  I  will  sing  to  yon 
A  good  ole  song,  it  is  quite  New, 
About  Ole  Bull  and  Ole  Dan  Tucker 
Who  play‘d  a  match  for  an  oyster 
supper. 

Hand  de  baiyo  down  to  play. 
Who  beat  ole  Bull  from  de  Norway* 
Who  tuck  de  shine  from  Paganini— 
Weamdo  boys  from  Ole  Virginny* 

Ole  Bull  came  totownto  play— 

Fi  ve  hundred  dollars  for  a  day  ; 
be  women  ran,  and  1  ran  too, 

To  hear  him  fiddle  up  something 
new  Hand  de  banjo,  Ac. 

Dey  play*d  togeder  it  Chatham- 
street, 

Each  oder4s  time  dey  tried  to  beat; 
Borne  went  for  Dan,  and  some  for 
Bull— 

De  house  was  crowded  ram  jam  full 
Hand  de  banjo,  Ac. 

When  first  hi*  Addle  ^g«n  to  speak, 

De  people  dey  nil  went  to  sleep  ; 

He  gave  his  b<>w  a  mightyhawl, 

He  made  demall  woke  Up  an'  squall, 
Handde  banjo,  &c. 

I  f  you  want  to  h* ar  good  play, 
Just  call  for,  Dan  from  Ole  Virginny 


on  re  wet  afraid  to  touch  my  hand,  Who  heat  Ole  Bull  from  deNorway, 


You  pebber  turn  away: 


Who  ta*k  de  shine  trom  Paganini. 


THE  TIGHT  LITTLE  ISLAND, 


Daddy  fUjuoio  Imn 

domdid  Mfi 

If  eve r  I  liv’d  upon  dry  land. 

The  spot  I  irbrniW  Wt  on  wtrald  b* 
little  Britain  ; 

Says  Freedom ,  why  that’s  my  own 
Island. 

Dili  wba*  »mxm  rttttle  Isiaod* 
▲  right  little,  tight  little  Island, 
AD  tteflo^Mroaod!  . 
Nonecnn  toe  found, 

So  happy  as  this  little  Island. 

Julius  Cttsar,  the  Roman  who  yiel¬ 
ded  to  no  man,  j 

Chine  by  water,  he  could  ooteome 
by  land. 

And  Dane,  Piet,  and  Saxon,  their 
homes  turn’d  their  bracks  on. 
And  all  for  the  sake  of  our  Island.. 
Oh  !  What  a  snug  little  Island, 
Thert  all  have  a  touch  at  the 

}  8otne  were  shot  dead. 

Some  of  them  fled, 

And  some  stajed  to  live  in  the 


Then  a  very  great  War  man,  call’d 
Billy  the  Borman, 

Cried;  hang  it,  I  never  liked  my 
land. 

It  would  be  much  more  handy  to 
leave  this  ^  «rm and  y, 

And  live  on  yon  beautiful  Island, 
Says  he,’tisa  ewug  littie  Island, 
Sha*n‘t  us  go  visit  the  Island; 
Hop*  skip,.andj*mp. 

There  hc  wita.pl^u np,  j 

And  kick’d  up  a  dust  in  the  Is¬ 
land, 

Yst  party  deceit  help’d  the  Nor- ) 
mans  to  beat. 

Of  traitors  they  manag’d  to  bay 
land,  I 

By  Dane*  Saxon,  or  Piet,  we  had. 
Wevt*  been  lick’d,  f 

Had  they  stuck  to  the  Kingof  the 
Island.  i 

He  lost  both  hjs  life  and  his  Is-; 
.land. 

Poor  Harold  the  King  of  the  Is.' 
land! 

r  very  tme, 

What  could  he  do? 

Idfee  a<Bri*o*  bo  died  for  his 
Island*  f 

Then  the  Spanish  Armada  satouttoj 

savade  her,  j 

Auit*  mure  ilttoqy  aver  came  nigh 
land,  j 

Theywtilfl  nut  do.lesa.thM  tuck  op 
Queen  Beat, j 
And  take  their  full  swing  in  the 
Island*  •  *» 

The  Araaos  eaaae  to  plunder  the 
^land, 

Oh!  the  poor  Queen  of  4toe  Is. 

riudlaadt’M*  .  '•<!; 

»  imswig  ia  her  hi  VI. 
TheQuksaO  was  alive, 
AtoMats  was  the  word  at  the 

Island*  ,  .  . 


These  proud  puflTd  up  cakes  thought 
to  mdke  Dhcks  mod  Brakes, 
Of.cfur  wealth,  fcet^ey  scarcely 

Ere  odr  5!^e  tartMtoe  ftrcfta  make : 
tbairyiMa  *u*K 
Andatoop  to  4fe*iad*  of  the 
land. 

The  ^oadWoodeaWaUs  ^  the 

Hnzxa  t  for  the  kti  wf  thtf  IkJ 
land,  *■ :j-  vt  ■! 

DevU  pr  don, 

T»et  Hjftrcome  on. 

But  ftcrw’d  they  come  off  at  the1 
Island. 

I  don’t  wonder  much  that  thC  Euss 
andtle  Doted 

H  are-noee  i>een  oft  >  tempted  to 
try toady 

And  I  wonder  much  less  they  have 
in  et  no  *  uocena, 

Far.  why  should  we  jtfve  up  our. 
Island  ? 

Oh  1  f Us  a  wonderful  Inland, 

All  of ’em  long fof  the  Island. 
Hold  a  hit  there, 

<li«* ’em)  take  fire  and  air,  '.T 
But  we-h  have  the  sea  and  the 
Island*  r 

Then  since  Freedom  and  Neptune 
have  Jritherte  kepttune  ( 

In  each  saying  *  This  shall  be  my 
land/  :  " 

Should  the  Army  of  England,  or  all 
they  ooulti  bring  land. 

We’d  show  them  some  play  for 
Island, 

We’d  fight  for  our  right  to  the 
Island,  [Island, 

WeM  give  them  enough  ol  the 
Invaders  sb  ould  just 
Bite  at  the  dust, 

But  not  a  bit  more  of  the  Island- 

BtOW  HIGH,  BLOW  X0W. 

Blow  high,  blow  low. 

Let  tempests  tear  the  main-mast  by 
the  board;  , 

My  heart,  with  thoughts  of  thee  my 

dear, 

And  iove>  well  -stor’d, 

Shall  brave  fell  dangersenrn  allfear. 
The  soaring  winds,  4b  s  raging  sea , 
In  hopeson  shore  to  be  once  more. 
Safe  floor’d  with  thee. 

'i't-'S  '•!  '<  J,'  ,  . 

Aloft  while  mountains  high  we  go, 
The  whistling  wind*  that  scud  along 
And  the* surge  roaring  from  below, 
»h*Hmy  signal  fee, 
n  To  think  on  thee 
And  .this  shall  be  my  Song, 

And  Oh  that  night  **benall  tbt*crew 
Toe  inrmery  of  rhsir  fimufwilves, 
ll’or  flowbsg  cans  4»f flip ossiew,  - 
And  dri  .k  their  sweethearts  and 
;  iheif  Avista:  #  v;y  ... 

IlilmwarlflgbwdtbAPkou^hee, 
And  M  *he  shto  jroll#  through  *be 
»ea.  •  *  «^v. 

Thf  kajdta  if 

filaw  bigbMw w,  ftc. 


A  SATLOIt’fl  PjfttLQSQPHT. 

What  argufies  pride  andambetthft  ? 
Soon  or  late  death  will  fsdke  us  In  tow 
Each  bullet  has  got  ftsrarfinrrssfon. 
And  when  our  lime’s  come,  we  must 

*0-.  W.;. . 

Theu  drink  and  aing,  kmg  pain  and 

■  .JWrcrw, 

The  halter  was  made  for  the  neck, 
He  tfcat’s  wmm  ’live  and  ultjv  to- 
*  morrow,  /,  |deck. 

Perhaps  may  be  stretched  esr  the 

There  was  little  Tom  Linstock  of 
Dover, 

Got  kilPd,  and  left  Polly  in  pain  ; 
Poll  cried,  but  her  griefywah soon 
over, 

And  then  she  got  mazgied  again. 

Then  drink,  &c. 

J  ack  Juuk  was  ili-us’d  by  Bet<lroe 

ker. 

And  to  took  to  guszliag  the  stuff 
TdLfie tumbled  in  old  Davyds  locker 
And  there  he  got  liqour  enough. 
Then  drink,  Ac. 

For  our  prise-money,  then,  to  th 
proctor,  [freak 

Take  6t  Joy,  while  ftla  going  on 
For  what  argufies  calling t#e  doctor 
When  the  anchor  of  life  is  apeak. 

Tlien  drink,  &c. 

A  SATLOR^S  DOTE. 

A  Sailors  Iqve  is  void  oLaft, 

Plain  sailing  to  his  port,  the  heart 
He  knows  no  jealous  fpliy;  ■ 

’Tis  hard  enough  at  sea  to  war. 

With  bQist’rous  elements  that  jar. 
All’s  peace  with  lovely  PollJ.  * 

Enough  that  far  from  sigh t  of  shore, 
'Clouds  frown,  and  angry  biiiews 
roar,  .  j 

Still  he  is  brisk  and  jolly ; 

And  while  carotiniug  with  bis  mateu . 
Her  health  he  drinks,  sittieipates 
The  smiles  of  lovely  PbUy^  > 

Should  thunder  on  the  horizon  preSl 
Mocking  our  signels  of  distress. 

E’en  then  flub  ipelapcholy 
Dares  not  intrude,  he  braves  thl 
din, 

In  hqpes  to  find  a  calm  within 
The  snowy  arms  of  Polly. 

THE  TOKEN.  ' 

The  breeze  was  fresh;  the  ship  4n 
stays,  flmse, 

l  ach  breaker  hushed  tHb  shore  a 
When  Jack  nt>  more  on  duty  ^aird_ !* 
His  true-love*!  tokens  ovferTrttul’d, 

L  he  broken  gold;  the  braVded  hair 
The  ten tfer  motto  writ  so> fadr,  — 
Upon  his  ’bacco  box  he  views, 
N&acyttbe  poet;  Love  the  tonsc,  ; 

If  you  loygs  I  at  I  luwcs  you. 

No  pair  as  happy  as  we  two. 


latamfe  Songs  bg  Claries  pfok 


That  tan  or  sharks  had  giv  n  a 
feast,  [caas’d. 

And,  left  tht  ship  a  hulk— had 
When  Jack  as  with  his  messmate 
dear,  [cheer, 

He  shar'd  the  grog  their  hearts  to 
Took  from  his  'bacco-box  a  quid,  ^ 
And  spelt,  for  comfort,  on  the  lid, 

If  you  lores  I,  Ac. 

Th  e  battle,  that  with  horror  grim,  i 
Hkd  madly  ravag’d  life  andlimb. 
Had  scuppers  drench’d  with  human 
gore. 

And  widow’d  miny  a  wife,  was  o’er, 
When  Jack  to  his  companions  dear, 
First  paid  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 
Then  as  his  ’bacco-boxhe  held. 
Restor'd  his  comfort,  as  he  spell’d, 
If  you  loves  I,  &e. 

The  voyage,  that  had  been  long  and 
bard, 

But  that  had  yielded  full  reward, 


Begone  !  e’fn  Yqnus,  who  so  bright 
Reflects  her  vision*  pure  and  white, 
Quick  disappear,  and  quit  the  skies. 
For  lo!  the moon  Vagins  to  rise. 

Ye  pretty  warblers  of  the  grove, 
Who  chant  sublt  artless  tali*  *f  idve 
The  throstle  gurgling  in  hie  throat, 
The  linnet  with  hie  silver  note.  >' 

The  soaring  lark  the  whistling  thrush 
The  mellow  blackbird,  goldfinch, 
hush! 

Fly,  vanish,  disappear,  take  wing, 
The  nightingale  begins  to  sing. 

THE  WELCOME. 

What  if  the  sailor  boldly  goes. 

To  distant  climates  bound— 
Braves  winds  from  every  point  that 
blows 

The  varying  compass  round. 


No  longer  when  compelled  te  roam* 
Tkat  brought  each  sailor  to  his  j  th^need^etrue'he  finds  his  love. 


friend. 

Happy  and  rich— was  at  an  end, 
When  Jack,  his  toils  and  perils  o’er, 
Beheld  his  Nancy  on  the  shore  ; 

He  then  \he  *bacco-box  display'd. 
And  cried*— and  seiz’d  the  willing 
maid.— 

If  you  loves  I,  &c: 

THE  SAILOR’S  LESSON. 

Since,  Jack,  thou’rt  seaman’s  son, 
And  bofu  for  the  good  of  the  nation 
Tis  pretty  near  time  1  begun 
To  learn  I  thee  a  tar's  edication. 
.For  when  out  of  port, 

Thou’lt  be  Fortune’s  sport, 

And  taste  of  sorrow’s  cup, 

Yet  in  thy  pow’r 
Hope's  best  bow’r. 

When  Death  shall  bring  thee  up. 

Love  honour  as  thy  life. 

Ne’er  do  a  palty  thing; 

Protect  thy  friend  and  wife, 

Sparc  foes,  and  serve  thy  King. 
This  lesson  lam. 

Without  consafn 
TJhou’lt  taste  of  pleasure’*  cup, 

E’en  to  the  dregs. 

On  thy  last  lees. 

When  Death  shall  bring  tbee  up. 

And  when  thou’st  left  the  sea. 

And  time  has  long  broke  bulk, 
Grown  old  and  crank  like  me. 

And  laid  up,  a  sheer  hulk. 

Teach  thy  young  son 
This  course  to  run, 

To  drink  of  comfort’s  cup; 

Thy  eyes  thou’lt  close 
In  sweet  repose. 

When  Death  shall  bring  thee  up. 

BRIGHT  GEMS  THAT 
TWINKLE. 

Bright  gems  that  twinkle  from  afar, 


m 


His  country  and  his  friends. 

Thus^gvery  danger  life  endures, 

Mav  to  o’erwhelm  hint  come. 
Trouble  at  sea  only  insure* 

Pleasure  that  waits  at  home. 

He  braves  the  storm,  that  calm  to 
prove  ■  • »  • 

Propitious  Fortune  sends; 

As  the  needle  true  to  find  hit  lave. 
His  country  and  his  friends. 

BROKEN  GOLD. 

Two  real  lovers  with  one  heart. 

One  mind,  one  sentiment  one  soul, 
In  hapless  hour  were  doom'd  to  part 
At  tyrant  dpty’s  harsh  control, 
They  broke  in  two  a  golden  coin. 

In  token  that  their  love  should  hold 
And  swore,  when  Fate  their  hands 
should  join. 

To  join  again  the  broken  gold. 

A  treach’rous  friend  who  could  not 
brook 

That  joy  which  real  love  imparts, 
fn  evil  hour  advantage  took 
To  sow  dissension  in  their  hearts. 
Engines  employ’d,  kept  spies  by  day, 
Con j  educes  raised,  and  falsehoods 
told. 

To  prove  that  each  had  giv’n  away 
To  rivals  base,  the  broken  gajd. 

At  last,  when  years  elaps’d,  they  met 
Hush’d  ev’ry  fear,  dead  all  alarms 
Banish'd  each  sorrow  and  regret. 
They  rush’d  into  each  other's  arms 
While  to  the  fond  embrace  they  flew 
Which  love  sat  smiling  to  behold. 
In  token  that  their  hearts  were  true 
They  fondly  join'd  the  broken  gold  ; 

s  w—  1 

NED  THAT  DIED  AT  SBA# 

Give  eerie  me  both  high  and  low,1 
And  while  you  in  sura  hard  Fite's 
decree,  " 

Lament  a  talcrifrfct  full  of  woe,  • 
Ofcoa»«y  N«t  UlW  die*  lit  im. 


Hi.  father  «u  »  eotnmodere, 

His  king  and  country  serv'd  had  he 
But  bow  his'  tears  In  torrents  potto. 
For  comely  Ned  that  diedat'  sea. 

His  sister  £eg  her  brother  lev’d,  r 
For  a  right  tender heart  had  the. 
And  often  to  strong  grief  wps  d*t*'d 
For  camely  Ned  that  died  tea. 
Hie  sweetheart;  Grace;  once  hUthe 
^and  gay. 

That  led  the  danoe  upon  the  lea. 
Now  wastes  in  tern  tht  lingering 
day,: 

For  comely  Ned  that  died  at  sea. 

His  friends,  who  lov’d  hip  manly 
worth,—  [than  he— 

For  none  more  friends  could  boast 
To  mourn  now  lay  aside  their  mUrth 
For  comely  Ned  that  died  at  sea. 

Come  then  and  join  with  friendly 
tear. 

The  song  that  midst  of  all  our  glee 
We  from  our  hearts  chant  once  a 
year, 

Far  comely  Ned  that  died  at  sea, 
JACK  IN  HIS  ELEMENT. 

f  '■  \  •,  ’  .'t  «  ' 

Bold  Jack  the  sailor  here  1  tome. 
Pray  how  d’ye  like  my  nib  I 
My  trousers  wide  my  trampevs  rum. 
My  nab  and  flowing  gib. 

I  sails  the  seastrom  end  to  end. 

And  leads  ajoyout  life,  : 

In  every  mess  I  finds  a  friend. 

In  every  port  a  wife. 

I've  heard  them  talk  Of  constancy. 
Of  grief  and  inch  like  fhn— 

I’ve  constant  been,  to  ten,  dried  I 
But  never  griev'd  for  one. 

The  flowing  sails  we  tars  unbend. 

To  lead  a  jovial  life,’ 

In  every  mass  to  find  a  friend. 

In  ev’ry  port  a  wife. 

I’ve  a  spanking  wife  at  Portsmouth 
gates. 

A  pigmy  at  Goree, 

An  orauge*  tawny  up  the  ‘Heights, 

A  black  at  St.  Lucie.  j  , 
Thus,  u  hatsom clever  course  1  bend; 

I  leads  a  jovial  life ;  .  , 

In  ev'ry  mess  I  finds  a  friend. 

In  ev'ry  port  a.  wife.  ,  ",y 

Will  Gaft  by  death  was  takewAback, 
I  came  to  bring  thenewb. 

Poll  whimper’d  sore— out  what  did 
Jack  t 

Why,  stood  in  William's  shots. 
She  cut,  I  chas’d,  bat  in  the  add. 
She  lov’d  me  as  her  life, 

A  nd  ao  She  dog  a  honest  friend. 

And  I  a  loving  Wife; 

-.V  '  ••£  ‘  • 

Thus  be  we  sailors  all  tho  go, 

■  •  On  Fnrtnne’a  sea  wo  rub, 

Wa  works,  and  loves,  and  fights  the 
>-  >  Q 

And  drinks  the  gen’mus  bub. 
Storms  that  the  mast  to  suUuters  rend 
Can’t  aliakoonr  jovial  tUoJ 
lit  df’rynns  wi  And  a  ftdcUdfl. 

Iu  every  port  a  wifb^  •  i 


Jfitiuritt,  jjfwjjs .  ,  Cjjatks  Jibimt. 


lamplighter  dick* 

I’m  jolly  Dick  the  lamplighter, 
They  say  the  sun's  my  dad$ 
And  tiraly  I  believe  it*  sir, 

Fer  I’m  a  pretty  lad.  . 

Father  and  I  world  do  light. 
And  make  it  look  so  gay ; 


The  gay  jolly  tars  pass’d  the  word 
for  the  tipple,  Q night, 

v .  And  the  toast  fir  ’twas  Saturday 
Some  sweetheart  or  wife,  that  he 
lov'd  as  his  lift,  [could  hail  her, 
R*th  drank*  while  he  wish’d  he 
:Bnt  the  standing  toast,  that  pleat’d 
!  the  most,  [that  goes, 


The  difference  is,  1  lights  by  night.  Was,  the  wind  that  blows,  the  ship 
And  father  lights  by  day .  And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor.  ' 

Bat  father’s  not  the  Bkes  of  I,  Some  drank  the  King  and  his  brave 


And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor.  ' 

Bat  father’s  not  the  Ukea  of  I,  Some  drank  the  King  and  his  brave 
For  knowing  life  amLfhnj  v  Ships, 

For  I  queer  trieks  and  fancies  spy.  And  some  the  constitution ; 

Folks  never  sBbw  the  bon.  Softie,  nisiy  our  fiee,  and  all  such 

Bogues,  owls,  and  bats*  can’t  bear  rips, 

the  light.  Own  English  resolution  1 )  V 

Fve  heard  yonr  wise  ones  say.  That  fate  might  bless  some  Poll  or 

And  so,  d’ye  mind,  I  sees  at  night  Bees, 

Things  ne^er  seen  by  day.  And  that  they  soon  might  hail  her. 

At  night  Men  lay  aside  all  art.  But  th.  .landing,  Ac. 

heart,  Somedrartour  Queen,  and  eome 
Will  thenpull  offthe  mask  ,  Our  glorious  land  of  freedom ! 

*™;uT  ~  -»  ”l““  “• 

4  dtf ■*  C  W  &<«•*  lead  ’em  ! 

Who  sainted  it  all  da. .  That  beauty  in  distress  might  tin 

Bis  darling  hoard  the  miser  views,  Such  friends  as  ne’er  would  ft 
Misses  from  friends  decamp,  her,  Buttihe  standing.  A 

And  mifty  a  statesman  mischief  o  i. .  — — 

brews  THB  SOLDIERS  GRATE. 

To  his  eountry  e’er  his  lamp* 

So  father  and  I,  d’ye  take  me  right,  Of  all  the  sensation  pity  brings. 

Are  just  on  the  same  lay—  To  proudly  swell  the  ample  hea 

I  bare-fac’d  tinners  light  by  nighty  From  which  the  .willing  sorro 
And  he  false  saints  by  day.  ( . W . springs*. v  v  - 

-  In  others*  grief  that  bears  a  par 

WHILE  UP  THE  SHROUD^*  Of^l  sad  sympathy’s  delights, 

\thile  up  the  shrouds  the  sailor  *  The  manly  dignity  of  grief, 
vvnue  up  me  surwu  A  joy  in  mourning  that  excites, 

Ward  And  git.ee- the  anxious  mind  reli 

Or  ventures  on  the  yar  »  _  rni  fh«i*  wouM  vaii  th*  f.elinir  knc 


For  heroes  braS&to  lead  'em  ! 
That  beauty  in  distress  might  find. 
Such  friends  as  ne’er  would  fail 
her*  But  the  standing.  Ac. 

THE  SOLDIERS  GRATE.  A 


Qricd  honest  Tom,  myJPegJ  11  toast 
A  frigate  neat  and  tnm. 

All  jolly  Portsmouth’s  faV*fite  boast 
I’d  vfcfitare  life  and  limb* 

Saif  seven  long  yearS  and  ffe’ef !  see 
land, 

With  dauntless  and  stout, 
fco  tight  a  vessel  to  command  j 
Then  push  the  g'rog  about. 

I’ll  give,  cried  little  Jack>  my  Polly 
Sailing  in  comely  state; 

Top-gal’nt  sails  set  she  is  so  tall, 

She  looks  like  a  first-rate. 

Ah  !  would  she  take  her  Jackin  tow 
A  voyage  for  love  throughout. 

No  better  berth  I’d  Wish  tp  know* 
Then  push  the  grog  about. 

I’ll  give,  cried  I,  my  charming  Nan, 
Tnm,  handsome, neat  and  tight. 
What  joy  so  fine  a  ship  to  mah— 

She  is  my  heart’s  delight. 

So  well  she  bears  the  storms  of  life. 
I’d  tail  the  world  throughout. 
Brave  every  toil  for  such  a  Wife- 
Then  push  the  grog  about. 

Thus  to  describe  Poll, Meg  or  Nan* 
JE ach  his  best  manner  tried. 

Till  summon’d  by  the  empty  can. 
They  to  their  hammocks  hied. 

Yet  still  did  they  their  vigils  keep. 
Though  the  huge  can  WM  out  * 
For  in  soft  visions  gentle  sleep 
Still  push’d  the  grog  about. 


springs. 

In  others*  grief  that  bears  a  part ; 
Of  all  tad*  sympathy's  delights. 

The  manly  dignity  of  grief. 

A  joy  in  mourning  that  excites. 

And  gives  the  anxious  mind  relit! 


Thp^arSsman8 who  no  better  knows,  DUhese  would  yon  the  feeling  know 
The  landsman  Who  no  newer  kuowb,  „  t  Tf  nwhlasnraailv  brave 


-  .  .  lot  -  hard  Most  gen’rous.  noble  greatly  brave 

Believes  his  lot  is  har  .  That  ever  taught  a  heart  to  glow,  ; 

But  Jack  w\th  smiles  each  danger  Tis  the  tea*  that  bedews  a  soldiers 

meets,  grave. 

Casts  an  anchor,  heaves  the  log,  ,  , 

Trims  all  the  sails,  belays  the  sheet,  pAr  bard  and  painful  is  his  lob 
And  drinks  his  ckn  of  grog.  Let  dangers  come  he  braves 

W  th*  WaVeS  V.tUnt’  p«rh.p.,  to  be  forgot. 


Let  dangers  come  he  braves  them 
all; 

Valiant,  perhaps*  to  be  forgot, 

«»•*»;  ,udAlf  b«sr  Or  undietinguish’d  doom'd  to  fall 

t  ■  H#  leaves  for  a  retreat  obscure. 

When  waves  ’gainst  rocks  and  quick  And  quits  it  with  a  willing  smile, 

sands  roar.  Then  trav’ler  one  kind  drop  bestow 

You  ne’er  hear  him  repine ;  ’T  were  graceful  pity,  nobly  brave, 

Precsihg  near  Greenland’*  ley  shore  ,  Naught  Aver  taught  the  heart  to  glow 
Or  burhingltbar  the  lifie.  Like  the  te&  that  bedews  the 

Bold  Jack,  Ac.  r^Wler\  gf^e. 

If  to  engage  they  give  the  word,  ,  __ 

To  quarters  all  repair,  SATURDAY  NIGHT  AT  SBAf 

m^>aSintW’d  ““**  ®°  ^  'Twa*  Saturday  night,  the  twinkling 

A.»dJhott»lngtkroughtheair.  shoTe'ontherip^gaeaV  ‘ 

_  ®0,  Ho  duty  call'd  th.  jovial  tar», 

T”  _  _  The  helm  was  lash’d  alee. 

THE  STANDING  TOAST.  The  ample  can  adorn'd  the  board. 
The  moon  on  the  oeean  was  dim'd  Prepared  to  see  it  out, 

by  a  ripple.  Each  gave  the  lass  that  he  ador’d 

Affording  a  chequer’d  delight,  And  push'd  the  grog  about* 


f  TOM  BOWLING.  .  r 

Here,  a  sheer  hulk  lies  poor  Tom 
"  .  Bowling. 

The  darling  of  our  crew ; 

No  more  he'll  hear  the  tempests 
howling. 

For  death  has  broach’d  him  too. 
His  form  wae  of  the  manliest  beauty 
His  heart  was  kind  and  soft.* 
Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty. 

But  now  he’s  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  his  word  departed,* 
His  virtues  were  so  rare,* 

His  friends  were  many,  and  true¬ 
hearted, 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair. 

And  then  he’d  sing  so  blithe  and 
jolly,—  )i  _ 

Ah  !  many’s  thutime  and  oft. 

But  mirth, is  turn'd  to  melancheljr,, 
For  Tom  is  gone  aloft.  '  ’ 

Yet  Shall  poor  Tom  find  plSSsant 
‘  weather,  ^ 

When  He' who  all  coxmfckiide/ > 
Shall  give  to  call  life’s  crew  together 
The  word  to  pipe  all  hands?  0  ’ 
Thus  Death,  who  kings  and  tars 
dispatches. 

In  vain  Toms  life  has  doff’d; 

THE  SOLDIER’S  ADIEU. 

Adieu,  adieu,  my  only  life. 

My  honor  ealls  me  from  thee ; 
Remember  thoulrta  soldier’s  wife 
Those  tears  but  ill  become  thee. 


fy 


NEW  AND  i  A  VO  &&TPE  SONGS! 


;  dnmtv  »W* 

wegwd^ur  steps  by  day. 
Bubthereflean  angel  in  the  hmws, 
Baric,.  sarin hfug  and  shmere, 

That  whisper*  Words  of  hope  te>sm 
i WbennsneMside  are  near; 

Ifcia  tlwun^  tl»*hosen  one, 

Thawte  ttokfcd  to  Us  for  life, 

’The  angel  of  tbe^  happy  borne, 
v  >  fflioiiBiihfld  tswritiiig  wife. 

*fes  eaidtbat  angelS  walk  tl msasOfc 


SWEARING  OEATH* 

Glee. — Music  at  all  .music'  publishers. 

Swearing  death*  to  traitor  elan 
Hands  we  clench  and  sword* rwe<draw* 
Heaven  defend  the  true  and  brave* 

Vive  La  Bdi,  Vise  LeRei. 

Heaven  defend  the  true  and  Imam; 

Vive  LaJUri,  *ive  DeJPoi,  <  r 
Hearts  and  hands  with^aU  conspire 
Rebels  threats  Wll  overawe,  * 

TUI  life’s  last  throb  expires, 

Vive  IwRoi,  Vivnlm  Bo^  &a 


Are  there-  not  .beings  by  ourside, 

•  As  fan*  as  angels  *are, 

As  pure,  as  stainless,  as  the  forms  , 
That  dwell  beyond  thO  start 
Tet  there  are  angtls  of  the  earth, 
Pbre,  innocent,  and  mils, 


THE  COT  WHERE  H  WAS  BORM 

•  •  ■  ■  q  •  '  - 

I*ye  roamed  beneath  a  foreign  «ky. 

Inhere  beautious  floweibgrelw. 

Where  all1  was  ldrriy  ta  the  eye. 

And  d^zsding  to'tW  View/  [ 

I’Ve/ seed  them  graced  by1  night’ stpsleftear,  « 
Bedecked  by  radiaht morn: 1 
Bat  never  fbund  a stont  sor  deaf 
As  the  cot  wfcerSx  wasr  hom.  * 

Can  wealth  or  titles  compensate 
The  -wahbdf  friendrinph  g*dwf? 

Can  gaUdxpugedatJS,  earthly  state;  ,  ’  * 


QHX  AMD  MS  LOVED  WC  DEARLY 

••  FronfAE*# F.  Horton’s  Entertainment. 

#•«  t  »*isul  l  p  ■  ;  >•*  i 

.There  was  a  young  man  came  aetmrtuag  of  ms*-* 
dinging,  “  Oh  I  my  dear;  aad  XkMymt  dsarlgr^ 
rP^#esshycmxw)rEna&  as  ever  I  did  see, 

Binging "  Oh  land  I  love  yottdfluriyr* 
HswwrsDtalluadBe w**io  smart, 

\  When:  be  asked  I  to  marry  him  ifcmade  £  start, 
f  Andhawrowifliweujt  right  eieaw  through  my  heart 


WHEHf  SET  TRK  FIRST  INtOVE 

Mlisic  pnBtt*e4  ByWBMdL  > 

i  ( !  ■  *  ; » ‘ 

When  I  metthee  fiirsfrinJfc^r,  r  j 
From  my  drtarfn*  will  ire/ar  depart, 

For  the  germ  of  love,  thrivdHy,  ^ 

Had.  been  phaatedl  i»  my  heart ;  -  .  ■  •  > . 

A  bud  was  in  the  bower,.  r  ms 

Where  we  heard  the  ttnwstto  siqg, 

And  my dbrsa  was  Uke^thskfiewecr^  •  :>i- 
When  first  wametaaa  spring,  ''*& 

When  next  pgriri  wermefi*  ! 

It  wasummcnBr^agiowaiig  prime,  -Si 

Andhny  lowoimwsmrtmngeEryat,. 

Took  its  ardours  froantbe  time ;  ", 

There  was  fcnit  upen  .thC.  bough. 

As  we^watched,  t  he  snmdeclinje^ 

And  I  thought  the  friuAwasojow,  1 

Siam. 

Bbbedfn attbahm^m^bw.sufi;  o>  * 

Did wenext t&atrlfcrwerbee,  .  :  j.m' 

Andthsbfcoflseniv  aadthstei^.,  y  i  b  in 

Had  been  gathered  the  tree;: 

And  Isold  m  y  lovsulons,, 


And  assoon  ss  lget  it,  well  be 


_ ^ „  r  married  then,: 

i-.  v'i  FbritJioh ;  and  I  love  you  dearly  l> 
rTiw&psyelferfcaaai^^  buy.* 

|  ^L’ss^fetlnnOney  m  the  Mvmg-bank  myself;" 

me  f*  **Ofcotffse  fwffi,*  wwrmry* 

reply^-  .  ^ 

“Foritsohtandtloveyottdesriyf  • v’  * 

i  **  ■  ■  •  - 

Whe»fise  golden  sovereigne^tehaiw  TdeaDt*- 

Singing,  <4  Oh  T  mjr  dear^and  J  love  you  dearly  t 


Andhfl  shewed  I  tkering,  aindTffelti 
SonwmguOh  land  I  love  you  dear! 
: f  <.  I’Ebe  eflikvtbe.  parson,  at  eneA.  « 


loved  £de 


;  '  *«i|  •  .  MOBJLL. 

yonpg  women  fa&ccvjraiq&of  ma 

cult  find  thei  monayla  Bat 

victuals  andwwh  « tolWMPf ' 

its  ‘r Oifbv^Ilo'vSyou dearly ! 


THE  ARGELS  OF  THE  HOUSE 

»  •  \'<s  \£tj ! 

KTis  said  that  ever  round  our  pith  ,  ; ,, 

inteiuaftsmi  augsttr steay,  «  ,  .>i;  <  *( 


HE  SWEETHEART’S  GIFT, 

THE  COT  TO  MB  MAY  JU?WLY  BY  JULIA**  CASEMENT  W1»B- 

iff  those  within  if ,  ling  bird. 


pSovf  LING  BIRD.- 

CLAIM  MY  LOVE*  '  By  Julia’s  casement,  warbling  bird, 

•n^.“  l££&. 

Yes,  Something  outward  show  ettiftUifigJ  :  Then  bask  to  tktolone  breast  return, 
The  cot  to  me  may  lowly  prove,  o>  Sweet  oaftadaffcH  to  thy Strain; 
Ifthos*  within  it  data  my  ldve.  Say  but  my  rdtslie  Will  not  ttttrtt, 

'-  You  point  to  me  a  nobVHaH,  _  And  hope  shall  ttonem  forth  agau 

With  Senary  the  whole  sotrooaMbf  %  — o— 

!  just  AsrrsHcnjiD  ] 

The  «o*  to  me  may  towlyinove-  She  Wfil  not  WS«  idt  Sdldbn  ItOTe. 

If  then  withtait  dataay  tow.  ’  Nor  climbing  round  tW  s 


JUST  AS  IT  SHOULD  BE. 


OH  WOULD  I  WERE  YON  EVEN¬ 
ING  STAR, 

Ok  1  would  1  w«*e  aa  eveningitar, 

Sd  hfigM  aWtosw  of  day, 

I’d  gild  the  dtatrteref  tty  tow  ? 

Auid  near  her  Window  stay. 


Oh  !  if  I  were 
that  card* 


raft geatle  bird, 
forth  its  strain  ; 


rdhtato  nidltlyo^rliered, 

"  Nor  seek  to  rofttt  agftiftl. 

^WatatS»:jdtotota^||^. 
i  >  Which  decks  the  nuatbkst spot; 

» 1>>t  *h«<t  a  fragrance  round  her  bouwfr 

And  breathe  F6rget-m»-nflt. 


I’M  HAPPY  BUT  WHEN  THOU 
art  NEAJL 

■X  tt  happy  hut  when  thon  art  nftftr, 

Yjrhen  thou  depart  all  j«y  to  gone, 

Bawft  of  ttoal  wwawt  dfe^ 

Thou  art  my  all.  thou  lovely  one. 

Then  name,  oh !  name  the  happy  time, 
When  shall  these,  daily  partings  cease  ? 
When  sorrow’s  clouci  no  more  shall  lowery 
mBCut  Sta  staftltaa joy  and  pxta  > 

I  CANNOT  FORGET  YOU. 

IcaanottawtywB, 

Wherever  the, 

\  Bymwhorfcjr**®®*  ' 

.  \ry  thoughts  are  on  thee. 

And  aB  tMt  I  ask  lows, 

To  plainly  discern; 

jpl;  who  would  not  win  H 
da  love  in  return. 


Nor  climbing  woodbaes  round  the  store ; 
All  outward  show  doth  foil  to  blesa*  (  - 

Be  there  within  no  happiness. 


I  DON’T  FORGET  THE  HAPPY 
HOURS. 

I  don’t  6nr»»itf«  heftWdy  veto#, 

!  That  okeer’d  mw  with  it*  dulcet  teae, 

thedtad,  the  dens  cesapanienemaet* 

And  tagh  my  bosom’*  thoughts  to  thee. 


SRBBftlGHTlBfiOUES  p& 

What  thaudi  perehtnoe  tbs  £«**«»* 
Ofeare,  MdA  B^eddtalWii  .  ; 
What  though  awhSto  inseett^r; 

Zhft  dtfeas  tads  dnibw* 

Is  there  noittw  tatoft* 

Bee  brigkttr  lioiuw  uuitote*  ’• 

[  Look  upward  1  then  your  notte  hay  ^ 

•.  j^SngA  m*  ,  ■■  ■ 

[  ■ 


rc> 

.  r ji\  e«j 
.  ailH 
wv/.i1  1  V* 


Despair  Appolf  oti  like  maylMiri  •  * 

I&iwotafotadtfw,  ' 

Bite  yotr  stodl  triumph  andnttoaaih, 
Saa  brighter  hwura  in  stosa. , 


f 


BRISTLE  AND  LAPSTONE. 

A  Burlesque  on  the  Quarrel  Scene  of  Edward  and 
Warwick. 

BaisrLK.  Let  me  have  no  spunging  eoves, 
Bbove all,  keep  Lapstone  from  my  sight! 

Lap  stoats,  (entering,  throw*  off  an  old  iron. 
ing  blanket)  Twig  him  Bere !  (putting  hi*  thumb 
to  hie  nose)  No  velcome  guest,  it  seem*,  unless  I 
snub-nosed  Suke,  our  housemaid’s  leave ; 
therfc  vas  a  tipae  vhen  Lapstone  vanted  not  her 
Bid  to  get  admissionto  your  cobbling  crib. 

Bms.  Th tti‘  va*  a  time  vhen  Lapstone  more 
desired  and  mere  deserved  it.  .  '  .  *  * 

Lap.  Never  1  I’ve  been  a  foolish  faithful 
slavey  all  my  seven  years;  the  morning  of  my  life 
has  beep  devoted  to  ypur  shop.  Vhatxre  now  the 
nruits!— rags  and  hunger.  My  spotlefcs  name, 

wieh  never  yet  thechandlerjcin  refused  to  trust, 
made  the  mock  for  other  snobs  to  chan  at ;  but 
’tig  fit  that  who  trust  in  petty  mafttet*  should  be  j 

thus  treated,  •  „  ,V 

Bris.  I  thought,  my  cove,  I  had  full  yell  repaid 
your  services,  vith  wittles,  drink,  and  clothes  un¬ 
limited.— Thy  awl-directing  hand  guided  so  nicely 
every  move  of  business,  and  vorked  the  whole 
eonsarn*  Lapstotofe  was  awl  in  awl.  while  Master 
Bristle  sat  on  his  seat*  and  did. as  much  as  come 
to— nothink.  ‘  "  ‘  „ 

Lap.  Who  got  thee  strap,  and  occaaioned  for 
«hl«  *  new  »eat  o’  work!  Thy  undistinguished 
name  had  been  unnoticed,  and  lingered  in  obs¬ 
curity,  had'n.t  lapstone  been  bound  to  thee,  and 
brought  thee  flee  bob  to  set  thee  on  thyiega again. 
Thou  kno west,  thy  cobbling  doomed  per- 

baps  like  some  to  be  seised  by  tie  broker  s  hand, 
going  for  eo  many  weeks  vithout  pajribg  your  reni, 
but  for  me  bad  morrissed.  Inson»elo^  lUght  1 
fetched  a  trucks-  bllksd  the  old  Charlies ;  in  the 
street,  and  steered  your  shattered  stick*  safe  into 
the  alley.  You  snsy  disnisc  that  useieaa  a\d  rich 
you  no  longer  "ant7;  but  Low,  old  WyT&e  Vot 
forgets  a  friend  deserves  a  foe. 

Bris.  Know  too,  that  chaff  and  ®he*kfor  bene¬ 
fits,  received,  pays  everv  debt,  and  does  the  obli- 

^Lap!114^  that’s  indeed  a  nice  vay  to  get  out  i 
Then  a  debt  grows  burdensome,  and  cannot  be 
viped  out,  kick  upa  row,  and  then  it  Vill  oost  you 

^Bris,  *Vhen  you  have  niimbered  over  the  rig- 
marole  of  jobs  thdt  you  have  done  for  me,  you 
may  recollect  tl^ffeUopiugs  Ibave  guved  you,  let 
me  know  all,  arid  1  Vill  give  you  satisfaction. 

Lap.  Thou  canst  not— thou  hiast  robbed  me  or 
*  voman  it  is  not  in  thy  power  to  restore:  I  Vos 
von,  shallfuture  coves  say,  vot  bilked  the  ckand- 
lerkin  to  serve  a  ramping  snob  ?  .Moonshiners  tn 
arter  nights,  mere  instruments  prirhaps  of  cheat, 
lag  Itdjnws,  shall  recall  my  name,'  to  witness  4hat 
they  vant  not  an  example,  and  plead  my  bolting 
the  moon  to  sanctify  themselves.  Among  the  lot 
o’  ragged  rasealt  that  haunt  your  shoe;  could  none 
befoundbut  Lapstone  to  do  your  diry  vorkT 
Bris.  And  Vouldst  thou  turn  suite)*;  on,  mo? 
If  I  have  broke  my  nob  and  bilked  my  landlord, 
thank  my  own  adwisings,  that  urged  me  tfl  it  and 
get  me  into  su4h*  line.  "i 

Lap.  I’ve  been  gammoned,  diddled*  and  done 
brown ;  my  hungry  belly  calls  aloud  for  wittles ; 
it  never  will  be  filled.  ‘V.  ' 

Bris.  These  rappings  out  vill  inakc  it  vorser, 
and  if  1  have  been  right  informed,  besides  the 


daily  goings  vithput  grub,  you  hate  vants  as  bad, 
though  not  so  fatal,  vhich  none  but  redrhaijred 
Bet  can  cure.  '/  \  ■  '  ' '  ‘  ' 

Lap*  Red-haired  Bet.' 

Bris.  Nay,  start  not,  ’tis  1  have  cause  to  rap 
out  most.  I  little7 thought- vhen  Lapstone  told 
me  I  might  learn  chaff,  he  vos  himself  wide  avake 
to  put  me  fly— but  I’ve  dvskivvered  all. 

Lap.  And  so  have  I,  too  veil  I  know3  you  has 
been  nutty  there,— thy  base  endeavours  to  cut  m 

°UBris.  I  turn  up  my  nose  at  it,  sir,  re<j-hpired 
Bet  has  blunt,  and  I  have  equal  right  wi4  you  to 
tryforit;  nor  see  l  Ought  to  come  over  me  it  the 
mug  of  gin-drinking  Lapstone,' that  healona  sV«ld 
hang  his  hat  up  there, apd  oollar  all  her  browns. 

I  knowed  not  on  your  love. 

Lap.  By  jingo,  that4s  a  trammer,  yom  knowed 
it  all,cnd  meanly  had  the  cheek  to  tipple  vith  a 
veak  unguarded  voman;  to  tempi  her  appetite,  to 
treat  her  vith  hot  peas-pudding  and  cold  faggots, 
and  basely  smugged  a  jewel  vhich  your  shop  could 

Bris.  ^*Who  put  ytu  fly  ?  but  be  it  fcs  It  ™ay»  * 
had  a  right,  nor  vill  I  lib®  a  spooney  yield  my 
claim,— cogg  up  the  chance  to  choose  a  eovess 
or  my  shop  and  dab :  look  at  my  sign  board  ? 

Lap.  Your  sign  board  ?  vat  I  that  ere!  a  bor¬ 
rowed  deal  board  hanging  over  the  door,  vith 
vhite-vashed  lustre— you  nave  it,  sir,  and  hang  it 
out,  to  gull  the  people.  '  . 

Bris.  And  therefore  do  I  prize  it.  I  vould 
cobble  for  ’em,  and  they  shall  pay  me  for  it ;  but 
vhen  a  covy,  vith  his  cheek,  chaffs  at  his  master, 
treads  on.  his  heels,  and  vorks  for  less,  the  people 
in  justice  to  themselves,  vill  pay  fell  price,  and 
have  ’em  done  well.  „  ■  _ 

Lap.  Go  and  gull  the  people,  for  soon, if  I  mis¬ 
take  not, ’twill  be  needful;  see  if  one  of  'em  vill 
send  a  shoe  if  I  forbids ’em.  . 

Bris.  Is  it  so,  my  cock  ?  then  take  a  chalk— I 
have  been  a  raw  too  long,  and  you  have  queered 
me  in  a  pretty  vay,  but  henceforth  know,  my  ceck, 
I  vas  thy  master,  and  vill  be  so— the  snob  that 
lets  another  gull  him,  but  ill  deserves  the  tile  ,  he 

VCLap.  (bonnets  Bristle  oh  the  hit)  Look  veil’ 
then,  to  your  own,  it  sits  but  loosely  on  your  nob, 
for  know  the  cove  that  diddled  LapstoneV  n fever 

passed  unpummelled  yet.  ' 

Bris.  Nor  he  vot  gammoned  Bnstle. .  You 
may  snivel'for  this,  sir.  Ulloa !  votchmaij !  collar 
this  cove,  take  him  to  the  votch-house,  there  let 
him  learia  good  breeding. 


TOASTS  AND  SENTIMENTS. 

May  the  strength  of  wisdom  subdue  the  power  of 
vanity.  [in*» 

May  the  hitching  palm  always  haVe  a  good  scraicb- 
May  the  envious  heart  have  the  comfort  it  deserves 
May  the  grey  hairs  of  honour  be  considered  as 
laurels  of  life.  ’  . 

May  poverty  be  a  day’s  inarch  in  the  rear* 

May  the  banner  of  ireedom  never  wave  over  a 
slave.  -[of  oblivion. 

May  the  monster  discord,  be  buried  ip  the  pit 
Let  us  give  and  take.  ,  . 

May  all  our  losses  rebound  to  our  advantage. 

May  the  open  hand  never  clutch  a  bad  bargain. 
May  our  ways  and  means  never  be  farsishdd  by 
meau  ways. 


r  \ „ 
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NEW  AND  FAVORITE  SONGS. 


1.  ;-:.  v  •  LA 

THE 


YANKEE  CHRISTMAS 
'  !  BOX 

J  Ait;— ##  Yankee  Doodle." 

.  •  •  '  . 

We’ve  often  beard  tbe  poets  boast,  in  prose  ana 
lyric  rhymes  sirs,  •  * 

Theres  nothing  new  starts  now  a  day$  to  fQual 
olden  times  sirs, 

I  beg  to  diner  from  that  theme,  and  to  make  the 
risit  pleasant 

I’ll  quote  our  brother  Jonathan  and  his  rare 
Christmas  present. . 

I  beg  to  differ. 

The  Arctic  fleet  we  did  send  out  upon  a  strong 
suspicion,  1 

To  find  a  short  cut  round  the  world  a  proper 
expedition  [out  to  there  cost  sirs, 

But  in  finding  that  they  loet  there  way  and  found 
From  a  short  cut  they  cut  their  stick  with  a 
most  cutting  frost  sirs.  4 

Now  to  hit  upon  the  miising  fleet  they  their 
courage  up  did  screw  (nighted  crew 
There’s  a  ray  of  light  there  Dr.  Bay  on  the  be* 

It  seems  that,  in  a  certain  bay  least  so  lreporks  do 
say  (f uriousy  at  bay. 

That  jack  frost  held  poor  old  J  ohn  Bull  mpst 

They  had  too  many  ships,  it  seems  it  caused 
great  confusion  (resolution. 

And  so  to  leave  the  resolute,  they  took  a 

They  left  her  about  Bherin  Straits  in  straitn  d 
stede  I  deem  sir,  *  .  2 

She  waa  bearing  in  a  crooked  esurse  in  Behrin 
straits  it  would  seem  sir, 

Our  worthy  brother  jonathan  the, some  seubej  try  . 
to  scout  him  (can  doubt  him 

Old  mother  country  he  loves  still  by  this  act  Wha 
Out  resolute  he  found  quite  wS»k  then  on  this 

He  thought  itfitto\ake  her  home  aud  give  her. 
a  refitting. 

There  he  made  her  tight  and  a*  5f  iust  ®ff  the 
*  stocks.  '  '  (Christmas  box. 

And  the  President  presented  h*r  as  our  vick*s 
And  rick  delighted  by  the  gift  such  jdy  it  did 
afford  her  (did  hoa^l  her. 

To  take  a  purse  of  so  much  worth  she  instautly 

And  there  as  We  might  well  expect  found  warm 
congratulation  [two  near  relations. 

Which  binds  unionband  and  heart  with  these 
With  years  get  firmer  m*y  it  grow  as  to  brook  no 
severation  #  t  (*dm*aUr» 

That  ahip  under  Yankee  of  lag  take 


THE  SOGERS  ARE  CODING. 

Air.— The  Campbells  are  coming. 

Osh,  the  sogtns  hre  coming  oph  hear,  och*  hear. 
The  sogers  are  coming  heat*  fcch  hear ; 

Till  Bessy  and  Bppy  bath  hitherto  run, 

-  *  •  -  d  mod  to  their  bonny  braw  men. 

For  the  sogers,  &c. 


But  where  a  re  they  ganging,  ah  where  a  where. 
Say  where  are  they  ganging,  ah  where? 

Ayqn  tpe  wide  seas  they’re  gang  in  aff  there, 


To  slaughter  the  great  Russian  Bear. 

And  what’s  $k&  great  bear,  be  a  waking  for  this? 
What’s  the  great  bear  been  a  waking  for  this, 
Weel  as  I  anr  given  tought  understand. 

He  eat  up  all  the  luekys  they  had  in  the  land. 

But  fee  where  there  eoming  at  wagag  at  wagag, 
Wi  there  streamers  aw*  flying  hear  the  pipes  how 
they  play. 

May  they  scalp  the  brute  brawly  by  sea  and  by  land 
For  wha  Scotia’s  Dirk  and  clamor e  can  withstand. 


IRELAND’S  DAUGHTERS. 

Airjj:— Fagans  Show." 

You've  heard  of  Irelands*  daughters, 

So  beautiful  and  fair, 

With  the  roses  and  the  liiie3  those 
Emeral’d  girls  compare 
As  fresh  as  the  gredii  shamrock  and 
As  free  from  guile  vand  care. 

Live  the  host  of  frelarid’s  daughters 
So  beautiful  and  fdir. 

O’er,  the  race,  of  all  the  If  i  sh  boys  they 
Sliow  a  sainted  charm, 

Och  bad  luck  tp  the  ^pffian  thief  that 
Would  work  them  any  h*rm. 

May  the  blessings  of  a  mother’s  love,  ! 

And  tender  father’s  care 
Gird  round  old  Ireland’s  daughters-?* 

So  beautiful  and  fair. 


>  / 
T 


t>-[ 


GWENNY  SHONES. 

Air: — “Taffy  come  daddy** 

Some  sing  Molly  Mog  of  the  rose  ,'r.  \  , 
And  calls  her  tbo  vakeuham  pell 
While  others  do  Varsts  compose, 

The  beautiful  Molly  Lupett.  > 

But  of  all  the  young  virgins  so  fair 
Whish  Puttons  oreptle  monarch’s  ours  .*• 

(  lu,  beauty  theres  none can  cempare 

I  With  the  obtaining  Gwenny  Shones. 

Unenvled  the  splintit  contltious 
Of  princes  that  set  upon  thrones. 

Tee  highest  of  all  her  ambittoh  . 

Is  the  loafe  of  swecQwynny  shones. 

Fold  mortals  the  clebe  will  search  over. 

For  gold  and  for diamonds  and  stones 
But  he  can  more  treasure  discover- it s  co vet 
I  to  beautifotfjUrenny  shoues 


Te  kiss  hands  an 

fa  .q 


- 


Irish  parody  on  the  tired- 
soldier. 

Poor  paddy  Wred' in  both  bis  arms, 

For  making  i»y  his  Jacl^ ’Warms 
With  d  searching  sun  in  the  field. 

But  when  again  the.  cocks  dowo  sounds  > 

fle*s  up  like  a  fork  V?  tha  barveats  grounds,  ’ 

The  ,aickle.ond  sheaf  toy  wield. 


i 


TOASTS  AND  SENTIMENTS,  , 

Oor  favourite  Mend*,  and  onr  favourite  j *UBtice  *•  f-«mPer®d  hT  *• 

*£?».  iU&MJ  ^ 

The  nto}Mtof  liberty,  and  the  liberty*  **  .make  discord. 

.J5ST  May  we  bury  our  sorrow,  m  a  friendly  draught. 

May  our  please**  eohtlfiue,  and  oar  Mtttrttt  _«»»*?*•. 

Abmty*todogood.  Mw  the  meanest  Brite*  sootnt*  bethehighert 

May  t>»»  ***£  of  frumflehip  never  prodnoe  the  i  slave.  ‘  .  , 

flowers  of  ingratitude.  v  To  the  «te«o*y  af  those  who  have  died  m  de- 

May  we  live  to  see  and  Mess  the  day,  when  fence  ^ for  a 

we’ve  neither  armiesttp  drearier taawa  W  fay*  May  the  tiotWhed  ieatt  UMie  «»**  far  a 
bleutag  «.  yrf—  g«»d  ' 

May  he  that  turn*  hfa  bnek  wu  hisfe*«l#,fWr  ttUntMWl-  and 

TiatiH* nfliifl  '<  l  M*y*  “***  **#*7*  numerous,  ana 

never  less  resp 


into  the  hands  of  his  enemfe* 
The  British  N*V*  _ 


aKwu«fi.w  missse*-  -  -  - 


port  of  happiness. 

Head  and  hands-to  earn,  «D 4  * 
\  Gold  to  every  one  oppressed*  by!  j 
t£  misfortune. 


Klity. 

Merit  assisted,  and 
Good  ships,  fair  wii 


May  British  icddiers  and  cowardice  ever  be  at 


May  we  be  just  as  happgr  a#v4»n»i«iM^  + 
hours  to  b«  . 

Sharity  without  O6tentafciort»jtoi  ^  * 

out  bigotry.  _ r-  Sfy  * 

May  we  never  want  bread  to  jake  a  toast  o£  j™  «*“-■““»» yJT?  TTOrs^  m  o 
Sunshine  eOdgbOd fafaioor'atttha w*ld  over.  K»r« Mwaya  hate  a  «*“%  ***  “® 


May  the  gifts  of  Fortran*  never  cause  us  to 
L  #tt*r  out  of  our  latlttadet 

mmm*\  fideflty  to  <mr  friends,  and  grace  to  our 

ibcttiaUlh  ftiytvii^g, 

:.- |Tay  prudence  secure  us  MeiidS^hni enable  us 

dHfctottWitfc-  to- toe  withooatheif 

May  we  be  friendly  and  sedWlto  afi  rtwtkind. 
e  a  toast  o£  the  sun-shine  oftfae  sori^Meiid^ 


me  ior  m  awwuauM  . _ . 

from  hn  watwii  and]  Wiab  we  meet  te  btimaj^  let  xm 
ire#  Ti  discretion.  . 


May  we  derive  amue 
improvement  from 


May  the  lovem  of  hmrtfWiy  never  b»i»W!anf  V&a  May  the  pinions  of  others  never  warp  whet 

jMsssKS; sr“  -  :  ilSfeseil -*«.  «i 

tEJMST . 


May  the  dishoneat  tauorbtf  smothered  m  cab-  bartfot  MW* 

. .  May  love  and  reas 

A  cobweb  pair  of  breeches,  ^>ad mawxj**1 

a  hard  trotting  horse,  and  a  lengi  joarney  w- 1  May  the  s^wsaj 
the  enemiw  oTomat  Britain.  '  -  i  -  >  always  he  «*> 

May  we  never  be  hi  debt  Of  to  dM*p*<  '  ..n<im  ** 

The  great  palladiam  of  dfl#  liftir«li-«*  May  «9»y  M IW 
Press.  every  violent  »P 


May  love^wd  reason  be  friends,  and  beauty  and 

May  th^ae^  oTStap*  ah|«ys  oppose  a 
#  ,bad 


rssfniiiMi 

never  W  maagad  in  n  bad nM,  ^  ».  . 

»  May  evarr^wwW  woman  be  happy,  art 
every  videos  '«P®  penitent. 


HHWTOtflUMflB  II 

J-  ,  ':/y  y,  '-m  v?  •  •  >  r  j  r*  ,  .  •  •  ’  r _ 


i>in«h^won^youcupi  an*  make  your- 
[Dinah  for  dy  sake,  my  fife  I’d  res  ign, 


ilfiOMfiOlfi. 
Yon***  beerfino fisut*  ob  Giagi 

Blue, 

So  uttb  dataotnathhiy^ni  fin  yo 
To  please  you  all,  dat  U  I’ll  day,  . 
’Boat  ohms  *n’  fi*  gsbsii.teilfty. 
Jim  Creek  Com*  don’tcans. 

Jim  CraekObSfi  bfifion’t  care, 
Jim  Creek  Com,  I  don’t  care, 

is^sssstasa! 

I  watch  him  snore  wld  a  sleepy  ey< 
Pen  kbep  look  oat  (W  de  gibSn-ta 


JA&PSR  JACK, 
r  Jasper  Jack  was  es  sharp  as  a 
B|Ue, 

H  asotttfbapeftial  motion  squint, 
IgfetaSsy  Shank  and  stenpenny  one 
t<|u*  Vtooftfeft  to  hiasgims. 


Wm  yeualoise  JIMMor*  yoiawido  ut  a 
sigh, 

Doogn  Uftr  is  her?  sweet,  I  gladly 
r:«  weektfiie. 

t*  ■  1  Pel  la  la  le<  la,  dec. 


Pat  ones  it  shod  on  minm.  • 

Oioecrf . 

Throe  Vote*-~Who%  fieri  who’s 
dar->  whe*sda*i 

1st  Voice— Who’s  dar!  Now  who’s 
dat  knockin’  at  de  door  * 
gd  Voice— Is  dat  you  Sambo >  la  fiat 


baron  bery  poor. 

Pe  ladies  all  feint  away. 

Ole  Jkck  drtwtfe  missy  aqsart  eh 
r  >  .  alow  • 

AJleoorwoftrath,  and *lhmler!rSUfis  J 


me  In. 

iot  and  3*  Voices— Oh,  you'd  better 
stop  dat  knockin'  at  de  door  , 
ifi  Voice— Let  me  is,  erl’li  never 
leave  ofifraodfin’  at  do  door. 

ht  coon  and  Sambo  both  togedder. 
Peg  tear  my  heart  wld  pain  ; 

•ey’to  like  a  stormy  windy  wtAder 

,'3S,iS5Sr!5®g»“1"- 

I  throw  it  now  away? 

f*»  head  brOkcr,  loath  (ell  whw. 


^hmwsdehoad  on  file  drippin,  you 
Pua  yeo*  own  white  bed,  mans  in 


Masw^^iteam— fiydida^we,  < 

He  eabtiltdfefi*iW>Utae* worlds**, 


''  r  '  ■  | 

Jmf  den  ’twill  beau/wil 

[‘•.■theyjwaebdnid  a  Boston  law 


1  Her  chains aB  ofhSr^didauMenwJ 

;  lir  ]  . 

Her  f*M whin'd  like  a  taking  fflwnJ 
And  ahwaaera.  hiiaele  of  Ingee  graaal 
j  ftowsda*  doafteewH  liter  h.,J 

l«iK  dMrtkt^Jteckmaua  by  de  heels] 


c  r:  dinah  GBGWFr 
Oh!  how  l  Iub’d  Dinah  Crow, 
Dinah  Gkoor, Dfcfcite CJroiM 

”?saSjeissiSt,,““’ 

Dinata,  Dinah,  oh  I  jw  efiahniuj 
Dthah  Clow.1  '  “ 

More  dan  porpoise  labs  de  sea: 
Morrdau  flowers  tubs  de bog; 
More  dan  nigs  lub  hominy, 

llub’d  Dinah  Crow !  _ 

Dinah,  Dinah,  oh;  you  beeeteomi 
DiflWjDishr!  ,:0  //T 

Dinah  she  proved  {Hag  lb  We,*— 

In  my  eye,  tears  you  see, — 

Oh !  dis  cams  ob  lubin^Cbo; 

Faithless  Dinah  Crow !  >.  ,r 
Dinah,  Dinah,  oh !  faithless.  JUnai 
Crowl 

t  >  :  ■  •  ■  ■ 1  .  - 

Dinah  walk'd  wld  Sambo  by,  , 
Lub  I  spy,  in  her  eye^.  -i  ;- 

Den  I  thought  dat  Iehould  dity  1 
Cruel  Dinah  Crow ! 

Dinah,  Dinah, oh  1  cruelDhmftMObm 

Once  when  all  my  dreams  were  brigli 
Dinah  true,  den  I  view*  >  ^ 


fioAJaokaoon  tub  wW tfy  missy  ho 

jfibo  Sake  compassion,  him  wounds 
ahe  heals,  4 

An*  Jaspdr’s  got  full  sway. 


DB  FINK  OLE  COLOURED 

am?****; 

hsTmrmseos^sa  t’vekmml  say/dere 
once  difiworso  dwell 
A  fl**.  old  coKeis***  gewttomkm  find 
dis  nigga  know**  him  well 
Deyws^socatt^iwg«»bo,oemme- 
*  fing  near  de  saaosia  >  ; 
find  de  reason  why  de  call’d  him  so, 
was  because  it  was  his  name. 

He  had  a  good  ole  be^o,aud>eU  he 


vpaftpf  oH  im  sanoKH. 

•fw’lnwid  htattlWMOwtw 
dear  Dinah, 

flower  ob  de  etate  ob  olwCafsfllM 
ift  de  hounwill  fly  wid  her  by  my 

when  she  will  be 

W&K&t*  teteli  tehUbt, 
iteDM  raew  Ibok  am 

'•V*  '■« 

erteryiwtAnVtrtwrl*^  mmte it 
y^i^woUgoat.  Wtajoy 


kopSiTatmmg; 

nd  he  imotoi  sbig  d^mmd  oie  song, 
obOoat  whdepwfc’se  youa rt 
[eswog  so  iMgwanfiauagtsloud  dat 
j  5e  d  «•  P>fi»  and  goats, 
or  he  often  took  a  pint  ot  yeast,  to 


worn,  'twas 

»  »B  awake, 

loud:; 

Jnqmat  when 

be  happy  alTde  loaglAQ’  de  verdic*  ob  de  jury  wae.  he  died 
for  want  ob  breff. 

U  la,  8teJ  — .  . 


'SteteMPWpoar  nig^oe  wail 
•(■wA*ar/b°eeu  .when  y 

Eeady  ie  my  ikiff  jobt&cyetai 
rbere  we  (bail  be  happy  all  c 


*  .•  .  ■’  '>  *  j •  i  •’ 

NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS.  I 


YANKEE  LAND. 

A  Hew  Comic  Song, —Hardwick, 

Air  ;— “  Guy  Faux,” 

To  the  beauty  of  the  stars  and  strips,  I  went  across 
the  ocean,  say  “  a  notion*9 

And  picked  up,  of  that  hemisphere,  us  yankees 

A  Britisher  may  speak  of  Sam  Slick’s  go-a-head 
propensities,  [offence  it  is. 

And  thats  what  I  iutend  to,  but  without  the  least 
Oh!  we  know 

Yankee  land's  a  sure  place  for  braggadoe’s. 

Oh,  Yankee  land’s  a  famous  place  for  everythin* 
gigantic. 

They  don t  do  things  by  halves,  do  our  brothers 
transatlantic. 

They  take  the  shine  out  of  the  earth  tarnationally 
they  hallo  "there. 

And  beat  the  world  by  power  of  the  great  *•  all* 
mighty  dollar”  there. 

Oh,  we  know 

Hotels,  Hallways,  and  steamers,  and  dodges  and 
inventions  * 

Eclipse  In  magnitude  all  our  puny,,  small  pre¬ 
tensions, 

Sven  swindles,  smashes— bubbles— knd  cool 
•*  repud ations” 

Of  debts,  are  done,  upon  a  scale,  surprising  other 
*  nations. 

And  we  know/ 

Levithian  steam  boats  dally  blow  up,  with  report 
tremendous. 

And  kill  a  half  a  thousand,  tkr’o  explosions 
quite  stupendous ; 

But  they  dottt  think  anything  of  that,  because  its 
on  a  grand  style. 

And  about  we’re  a  great  people  in  a  eool, . 
bravado,  bland  style, 

Yes,  we  know. 

Their  Bar wham  thewmen  beat  by  tits  all  those  pf 
our  Metropolis. 

In  humbug — wonders — gammon,  to  take  in  the 
simple  populace. 

The  Wizard  of  the  North,  altho’  at  puffing  he’s  a 
great  one. 

Must  bine  his  head  diminish,  before  each  United 
States  one 

And  we  know. 

Ask  a  Yankee,  whi’e  he*s  chewing, 'with  his  g 
up,  a  stick  41  whittling. 

And  right  and  left,  in  anything,  squirting  dirty 
spittle  in,  *  *1  ,  .  f  i 

What  he  thinks  about  Columbia,  and  he’ll  swear, 
I  guess,  he  lick,  sir, 

M  All  creation,  with  our  institutions,  up  and 
down  right  slick,  si/.99 

Yes,  we  know. 

8 

It  Is  a  eonntry  great  indeed  for  snakes  A  alligator 

Gin  slings,  miut  julips,  brandy  nogs,  lynch  law, 
and  bragging  praters. 

Revolvers,  locofbcos,  bowie  knives,  tin  clocks,  and 
slavery. 

And  the  ref  nge  from  most  other  lanes,  of  dealers 
in  all  knavery. 

And  we  know. 


Altho  they  tarn  the  nose  up  at  irSppsry  imperial. 

And  courtly  splendour  to  their  senators  as  ins* 
material. 

And  court  all  crowns  and  sovereigns  the  veriest 
mockery  hallow  there, 

Yet,  they  worship  .nil  to  phrensv,  the  great 
*  alwigh ty  dollar,”  there,  . 

Oh,  we  know. 

Well,  the  a  land  of  lofere,  lashing,  liquoring, 
and  lynching 

It  is  a  land  of  liberty,  and  the  res  net  half  the 
pinching,  •  1 

To  live  like,  there  is  here,  and  Us  nearer  to  the 
gold  land,  [  ■  * :1  ; '  *  ; 

So  thats  a  consolation,  if  pou  want  to  leave  the 
old  land. 

And  we  know 

It’s  a  great  land,  in  spite  of  brvggadoes. 

Yes,  we  know. 


WHERES  MY  HIGHLAND  ' 
LASSIE. 

Air;—”  Where,  oh  where  is  tny  Highland  lassie9 

0,*where  O,  where  is  my  highland  lassie  fled, . 

Whst  strange  thoughts  and  fancies  ha  earn’d  into 
her  head  '  ,  •>  ;  t. 

Does  she  slight  me  for  another  Oh,  has  she  turned 
to  shame, 

O,  what  ha  I  doneftill  her  in  what  am  I  to  blame 

O,  why  and  O  why,  has  the  lassie  left  her  hame. 

Ye  may  ke£  ye  may  ken  her'  fra  all  the  world 
beside 

Of  the  highlands  and  the  low-lands  .my  lassie  is 
the  pride 

She’s  lovely  as  the  garden  rose  sweet  as  the 
heather  bell  D  .  ,  >  ; 

Oeh  wither  O  wither  has  she  betak’d  hercel 

Oh  what  should  I  d  should  my  highland  lassie  djfc 

W here  td  get  a  solas  would  the  wretched  IpVar  ft? 

To  waft  my  brain  a  gang  stark  daft  eh  that  would 
never  d5 

3a  1  think  on  second  thought  t  had  best  get  xua 
fdod. 


A  •'POPULAR  *  PARODY  ON  MY  u 
PRETTY  JANE, 

By  Mr.  Biiaint.  V  ^  > 

O  Janes  a  very  prettp  girl,. 

But  Jenny’s  derllish  Sly-’  :  i  y:  1  ^  Cf  «* 

Now  only  iwig  her  when  she  wink39 
The devilVin  her  eye,  v,  v  ,  ' 

And  then  khd  is  too  fast  bp  half,  ..  *  .  y  •* 

And  lends  aa  eager  eqr,  f  ■ 

To  fiattety and  tales  of  love  ■  .<;  b* ; > 

And  Jenny  likeaherjho**  r  , ,  i  ,  V 

G  pretty  Jane. 

.  ••  ,,  ;•  •  ■  '' xtlV  »  '•  • 

I  nam’d  to  her  the  wedding  day,  i 

I  showed  the  wedding  ring.  (  ;  ; 

I  thought  I’d  got  her  in  my  arms*  )  ,J,  vT  . 

Bat  she’d  got  main  aitriog  j .  ■  on  ’ 

On  a  summer  night  ^be  millers  son. 

Had  whispered  inker  «*r,  .  vk.  >•: 

Add  she  'but  my  love  and  cut  her  stick.  w  4 

In  thesmtfing  time  of  the  year.  .  t  ;<*  :  riu  *s 
O  my  pretty  Jgne.  , 

•  •  •■  1  ;  f  •  1  HQ'i’  1 


TS»  UAR D  TO  QIVB  THE 
HAND. 

A  Parody.  Suug  by  Mr*  Brijm 

fra  apwia  de  siaber  stroitig 
And  no  word  to  yefl  ckp'say. 
From  banjo,  yea,  and  imj- 
I  aoa  going  far  away f 

fid  tough  mama's  wicked  wile. 

And  do  cruel  siaber  sin. 
for  de'whjtemaa  he  c*s  smile 
Whoa  his  soul  be  dark  wldia. 

So  a  mass*?*  stern  commaad 
Make  obedience  eome  from  me. 
So  T  canaot  gibe  my  head 
When  die  body  it  not  free— 

■&*>  De*  bow  eaa  I  film  my  hand, 
When  die  body  it  not  free. 

Bound  in  cords  and  irons  strong:, 
Yet  yon  will  not  hear  my  grief. 
Still  I  hope  dat  for  my  wrong 
Time  will  bring  some  relief* 

t  will  nurse  no  rebel  thought. 

But  I  will  net.  wear  my  chain. 

Be  relief  fer  slabe  be’seaght 
And  Pfl  struggle  wid  d£p*S«. 

So  lub,  Jane,  you  understand, 

Den  don't  yea  giietofor  me,  j 
4  For  I  can  net  gibe  my  hand  . 

When  die  body  is  not  free— 

How  can  t  gibe  die  hand 
When dis  body  is  aet  free  f  ^ 

KEEP  IN  DB  WHXKL  TRACK 

Sung  by  Mr.  Briant 
Air— Get  away  black  maa. 

Keep  in  de  wheel  track  .  *  . 

Or  elsego  track  de  riber, 

Xeber  go  for  break  your  back. 

Nor  yet  to  stow  your  liber. 

cHonve. 

For  dare's  night  as  well  as  day. 

And  if  dal's  Work  dai'O  play— 

So  keep  in  de  wheel  track 
And  you  nebel  loose  your  way^ 

Miss  Jenny  leave  do  wheel  rut. 

Like  a  booby  ninny— 

Loose  her  way  wid  coken  nut 
And  ftndwpnUdna. 

Mtse  Nancy  from  de  riber  slip 

Li>a  mmt\A  «AHn m  Aiudihal 


And  she  Stretch  her  mouth  from 
aort  to  tout,  ‘14 

As  big .  M  horse's  collar. 

Waste  Sam  bo  leate  do  wheel  tree 
To  eatch  a  cooa  for  supper, 

Bat  de  alligator  comes  in  whack 
And  snap  him  by  do  ertpper. 

Bo  now  you  nigga  gal  sad  man. 
Afore  l  say  good  morning. 

Do  do  beot  and  aU  you  eaa, 

1  To  take  a  w*f fa’s  warning. 


B»»U,-wkU  M«  kca,  dat  mack  He  oaee  get  dem  la  dey  go  oat  bo 
Q*asb  ;  more. 

So  long  toder  side  de  mountain  I  Oh,  Unk  a  tink  a  tink* 

De  possess  up  de  gum-tree,  l*dy*  fair  lady  beware  1 

Da  pine  stick  ehaw  de  splinter,  °T*  g<K>d  * »?d  lady  beware, 

Do  sunny  days  dtr  doat  com*  snow.  &  ®i!#a  J1!  * 

Sanw  alwwySgrow  la  de  wiaUr.  ?**•* 

^  .  J  \  v  .  °b*  be  ss  whiekod  I  swart. 

Ole  ttacle  Quack  been  bery  gay  man 

When  he  jet  down  in  de  rails/,  Hs  gib  dem  de  jewel  he  gib  detf  d* 
He  drunk  wid  de  chaps—  ring.  Ting  Be, 

And  kiss  wid  da  gale,  bat  doat  Dsn  ho  go  kill  'em  to  death  de  poor 
tink  oh  aunt  Sally.  ting. 

But  made  Quash  sher  de  mountain  ?in*  *  uWutl*  *  raa  taa- 

Ann*  Sally  w.nt  U.lr  ple.M„t,  mble »  * 

Till  uncle  Quuk  tumoH  1m*  great  neu—  _ 


Till  uncle  Quash  turned  sat  de  bag. 
And  show  aunt  Sally  present. 

Dar  was  sem,etiag  for  do  back  and 
head. 

And  sometiag  for  de  belly. 
Stocking  fer  de  head,  stocking  foe 
de  feet. 

An  a  letter  for  aunt  Nelly. 

Den  aunt  Sally  change  da  tone  like  a 
Mule  when  him  loose  him  crupper 
She  call  ancle  Quash  her  good  ole 


Go-^bom-^bonf— bom  *! 

And  for  de  black  deed  him  done  he 
may  well—  f  Bom  &c. 

And  If  down  below  dar's  a  place  dey 
call- -  y 

Dat  black  m assa  St  him  I  kuowdar 
to  dwell— 

Den  he  go— bom— bom. 


maak  SPARE  HALF-PENNY  TO 

A*dMok*e«oafarlu*sapptr.  A  BLIND  NBGKO, 

_ _  Miuie,  William.,  Paternoster  Row 

THB  STING  SLATS. 

...  *  .  .  w  J  .  ,  On  Afrie's  wide  plains,  where  the 

An-  Bthiopiaa  Ballad,— by  Hardwick  Lions  wild  roiriug. 

An  Afirieslavc  lay  down  to  die,  f  with*  freedom  walk'd  forth  the  res  I 

Virginia  weeping  by  hie  side;  r  deserts  exploring : 

She  read  within  his  gristing  eye.  ‘  was  d  rag'd  frorn  my  home  and  en- 
The  love  to  tell,  words  were  denied  .  tomb'd  as  0  elate, 
orvolce  and  memory  had  departed, In  *  dark  Soatibg  dtageon  upon  the 
jnd  the  wept  aU  broken  hearted.  •  alt  ware’ 

Sleep  on,  she  cried,  but  oh,  to  me,  Chouus. 

Nb  more  in  joy  thy  footstep  bounds  °h»  *P*r«  *  half-penny,  pray  spurd  a 
But  still  I'll  ever  think  of  thee.  half-penny. 

When  then  hast  reached  the  0h»  •Ptrc  *  to  a  blind  negro, 
hunting  grounds. 

1*  that  shining  land  of  glory,  Wipped  and  started pareh  with  thirst 
TeU  the  brates  thy  slatery  story.  shut  from  light  of  the  morrow/ 
f  hear  your  last  groan  in  mint  ear,  Tern  from  home,  wife,  and  friends, 
I  wear  your  lore  giftaKfe  my  heart  de*^  ,w*w  ? 

For  oh,  to  me  thou  wertso dear,  When  the  hghtu lags  dread  Bash 
When  thou  wast  lashed  I  felt  the  .  ^^f**?*  t.h#  day , 

smart—  And  its  glorious  bright  beams  shot 

Aad  oruel  words  to  thee  were  spoken  eT#F  *WAT,  _ 

Virginia's  heart  was  nearly  broken.  Oh,  spare,  Ac. 

And  whoa  the  lonely  twilight  fails,  AU  assistance  refused,  thus  his  wre- 
I'il  eome  aad  strew  thy  grate  with  fit  now  loosing— 

flowers.  The  eaptain  he  swore  not  a  blind 

Until  thohour  thy  spirit  calls—  bargain  choosing  — 

Virginia  to  the  far-off  bowers.  Had  me  dragg’d  on  deck  ia  Me  anser 
Where  wo  shall  be  at  rest  for  etcr,  and  Spite,  -  -manger 

And  aster  parted  more,  oh,  aster.  And  dash’d  overheard  ia  the  deed  of 


(  hear  your  last  groan  ia  mine  ear 
I  I  wear  your  lore  giftsm  my  hea 
(For  oh,  to  me  thou  wert  so  dear, 


The  captain  he  swore  not  a  blind 
bargain  choosing  — 

Had  me  dragg'd  on  deck  ia  Me  anger 
and  spite,  ■ 

And  dash'd  overheard  ia  the  dead  of 
the  night. 

Ob,  spare,  be. 


OH,  LADY  BEWAILS.  wo,  spa 

usic,  Williams,  Patoraoster  Bow;  ^  death 


Wife  LX  qv  ash'd  PABBBX1S 

Bung  by  Mr.  OeaaaUy. 

•els  Qisiag  eber  do  mottataim. 


Basis  Qussh  top  long  Worn  hems, 

De  lif  imt  ibUy's  eoarOhs 


My  mss  so  Is  Lord  oh  dis  black  tas 
here. 

Ting  ting  tiag  a  tiag,  INow  m\ 
He  eaU  de  white  My  bis  lab  andT  as  i 
bis  detr,  Tiag  As.  (l  bog  U 

If  day  com#  into  ds  gates,  dey  t#-r  sal 
member  it  taro.  Ting  Jfe.  • 


strugliag  With  death  an  Eng¬ 
lish  crew  taw  me,  6 

ad  with  true  BagUsb  manhood  from 
a  watery  grare  bore  mo ; 

*  **  *uk 
?•  *tTMta  tec  «  OMT. 
Ok  Mr* 


trow  v*  ie  Wtrfi.  cA'fcj Mm*-- 

ssasmSSS®*;, 

Or  masea  will*  kick  you  to  the  debil. 

,0*11-10**  *i»  tV  Cl'1^4  -  til 

Ole  imcVlew  kMMh  daft  • 

At  bnJgio  idwve  hi*a  Btod  deyeep- 

Masaacptttbim  bend  wW  danlenrer 


BLACK  PINX* 

AUthe  nriy  from  Wurginny. 
My  lubly  pinkj  come  to.sce 
Ok,  my  pink  f  my  htbly  fiatoc, 
Tern  pmn  think  I  cm  to  bihdM 


Walk  jaw~bose  on  giiij 
Oh,  pimkl  rjafcifig  * 


What  noise  is  dat  dart.  I  hear  i 
Some  black  arter  me.  If  eat. 

JUub  ism  ticklish  thing  yon  knoer. 

It  makes  one  feel  all  oberan- ; 

Stay  a  little,  my  Cato  dear,  i 

Ton  meed  ni*iUl  *ie**to scourer  dear 
He  neber  came  here  in  de  day, 

I  or  he  is  lemonade  up  Roadway.  v 

Who  can  dat  dere  higher  be ! 

Try  to  cutin  dere,  ad9  Cut  emt  me, 
Tell  mp  piak-r-th.  don’t  be  mitt* ;  * 

I  soon  will  settle  dis  here  ’spate. 
Neber  mind*  dear  Cato  don’t  make  « 
ms,  " 

Bat  come  te  poor  labor,  an’  gib  her 
a  bass ; 

I  see  dat  you  are  not  very  vex—  , 


»l>snjbt#lkttifethiUhb. 
(te,  Cynthia*  &c« 

^fui^**1*** 

few  Of  ki^wbera. 
Oh,  Cynthia,  &c. 

!I  w*nt«Sowa  tbWew  Or1«an«, 


Squashy  tomerdtollto  myaame, 

Though  I  do  not  share  a  King, 
Aiakkfs  Btisae  Aibat  mart  it’s 
neat  deem*. 

Ooce>m*  used  to  cb art  ia  doaans. 

Dingy,  dirty,  black  and  white. 
Bat  tiw  Prince  Albut  an  him  cosins 
Find  me  work  day  and  night. 

Spoken.]— Tea,  dare  meis  Udcr- 
ing  and  sharing  from  qsearn  tiUnigfit 
—but  what  me  ease  tor  dat,  eeJokg 
aa  I  get  de  fruit  eb  it  in  my  pocket; 


■Eras 

rswr 


When  I  wept  tor  CynthiaSue, 
'  i  v  Oh,  Cynthia,  Ac. 


BUWWtO  MATJfclMOKY.  ‘ 

I  ,<ay,Bamhe,  did  yat  thearil  ^get 
mmiedl  i*-1  **'<* 

No,  sal  tmbnot  dat  pknswe  be¬ 
fore!  *>  •-  -» 

Witt  ftdly  oa  allide^reutfatanct  s 


den  I  sing 

Frissleum,  sheveuaa,  here  and  dere' 
De  likes  ob  me  was  neber  seen - 
Farpewdering  wigs  amanvliag  hafr, 
Me  shar*_de  Prince  and  dress  de 
Queen. 


If  dat  olgger  he  at  great  as  Colone1 

IH  challenge  him  tomoet  meal  Ko¬ 
bo  nk  ;  . 

I’ll  fight  genteel,  and  nbt  like  a  trig- 
ger‘ 

Au’eadde  ’spcrteby  de  pull  ef  the 

trigger,  •'/?’ 11  t 

I  tell  yon  who  4yt  kWh  tok» A>«.  ^ 
Deatoam-saaaper  4ey  aaQ^andf  C 


great  pity,  mb  often  fink,  dtfTflisc- 
Albiit  was.net been  nthdi  toanu  H< 
a  hatteossn  aun***ve#a4  — bnt  df  h( 
war  a  beosomblaekmaa  tike  me,d< 


Queen  must  lab.  him  better  than 
eber  she  id  beiere.  Yes^detamde 
Prituec's  only  mtstortomn.  Wbe  wr 
qnly  Ukg  ma.  no  erw  ;pui{J  call  V® 
de  white  trash.  Ad  deb  Whim  ear 
to  fgt)  asleep  id  de  public  house  ho 

My.raaor  am  both  ybarp and  ke*li» 
With  scissors  too  I  trlto  sway. 
And  when  mi  sent  for  b  y  de  Qu 


back  te  de  minsiter  at  the  end  of 
three  weekt,a*d*W  ftoiitian  listing 

^1 _ _ _  1  IjmII  '*■*  *-  -•*-  -  _  ill  ■  Mu  MU  tn 


An*  he’ll  be  sent,  if  he  4fn’t  »»•* 
his  ways. 


To  Black  well’s  island  by  Mass*  Hays 
T  wont  care  tor  dat  bl^ck  nil  at  aH* 
I  was  iaduced  to  Mm 
He  talk  much  about  de  niggetf  nation 


An*  sat*  he  head  of  de  nigger  bob* 
lation.  '  / 

PAt  black  naan  ju  ’eiple  of  Fanay  Bite 


And  When  mi  sent  tor  b  y ‘de  Queen 
-Me  friesle  her  aob  widout delay . 

I  Send.  de  ladies  all  at  eon rt. 

And  dress  dar  treats  both  great 
atidbeelail,  „  ■*'  V 

And  when  dey  wants  a  lktie  sport. 
Dry  always  scads  for  su;  Snow 
Ball. 

Spoken.]— Yes,  dere  aae  de  Baron 
bon  ttktiuJI,  an  de  Bavoneae,  an  alt 
de  little  Skinalls — dey  ati^eum  to  my 
*  hop  to  bare  their  uobaAituratod  . 
Deu  mode  more  dan  de  great  Hoiip\ • 
part  eber  dido*  1  take  da  fchike  !  ob 
Wellington  by  de  u »n,  and  >gil> 
him  snehs— 

Frissleum,  shavenm,  hr 
-  i  *■' '  :  •  -  t  l 


Xu'  be  p»iy  want  you  for  eme  nite^ 
Ob,  now;  pink,  he  no  tcue  nun. 

He  on  I  - - - - 1 


lyiorM  yeu  ,i>  the^!«^-strwt 


099IB  1WTO  KfflJOTOi 

i».asSf?a2i* 

— w,  tot,  !»fa. 

.1  wk,.l«v  O*l  *  .}.  ;>*>T 

■'thhPP mytdenr  '*  y  •;*>.,  /. 

fto  way  ib»-elea»*  mh*ok .ak; 

.  “  4  •  •  u.  d  .b  rr 

.gsdksmiftob  . 

Quick  we  Akdll  glide 
Down  de  Ohio, 
/:>KPliyilekbwfw!'-? 

Hvndnd  dabs  mom*  « 

— ili sd  iietin  ipmtosmfi 

mwsm  *t»e*  ,!i 


It  v«»  M  the  or  u«o- 

her, 

When  <le  Juba  dance  was  eber, 

I  beard  a  coise—  it  soueied  like 

,  $»ud  *sv. 

Which  made  dis  nigger  store  and 
wander.  •  *y  w 

Clar  de  track  !  de  bnlgiue?# doming ; 
B#e  item  nigger  how  dey.re  running. 

I  look*ro*«Ml  to  dtr  ds  woto^ 

Dit ...k-.n  in -fW i 


CTHTHIi  SSB  “ 
Long ’fore  dis  time  dlsWfjhtoi 
In  a  place  celled  TwscindSv 
I  Uib’d  a  gal  wid  a  l*rty  skin 


An  her  name  was  Cynthtto  stW. 

OkyCyptbia.  Oyntiu%  myidfi 
beoey—  * 


He  Uke^em  im  awa*  from  me, 


.WHO  CARES  FOR  TQU, 

MARE  i»»<  | 

r erojpftf'yinrir  Am?.*'  _  j 

Sung  by  Mr.  Connelly.  .  ‘ 

I  dent  care  a  fig  forton  MarJ  Ann, 
Co»  ypu  don'teerjrfcir^1; 

For  do  wintrMriwdTOr;  • 

And  I’m  blaw’iiif  you  are— ; 

And  I  am  b»«utd  fur  de  eee, 

Mary  Ann, 

And  I  am  bouid for’de  5by, 

Mary  Aim* 

Don’t  you  aeedat  »ifger*JOB, 
Trowing  away  M**k bank . 

Anddowe»*  goingt  opart 
From  dii  here  nigga**  heart. 

So  I  doesfcrow  a  wag  you  Mary  Ann, 
So  I  trow  away  you,  Mary  Ann. 

A  monkey  tucking  Juice  from  dc 
pine,  ‘ 

And  anigg^r  ln'  liitn  long  tall  blue. 
May  be  happy  as  ole  masaa,  whan  hi 
drink  hp  wine. 

But  I’m  happier  dat  Dm  now  Nab. 

ing  you;  Mary  Ann,  :  rltt. 
But  Dm  gladder  now  dat  I  leaba  yoi 


Uo  dal's  do  way  1  dton’f^lM Wfc 
o  if  ter  aNeyroupf  brhite  gala  W 


do  timer*  Make t«a)M 
ro  top'dtof)  long  I  fear, 
itattme  to  gouway; 


SMS A wr  AH*  BELL. 

Hy  Husdwb*— Atr  :  »  o  Sttriannah.' 

On  do  buufcaub  dnObiQ-riboR, 

I  bid  good  bye  do  nay  Juts 
De  paNina  hUa  £  gi>  hey, 
AeleaUber  pap. heart's  dub. 

O,  fare-de* wM  for  eber ,  dgar  >  n 


Tho’  It  am  hard  *o  break  dcapell. 
But  I’ll  foigftlyou  naber,  dear. 


_  Y««d-rtT  oi;  *  rtdh  TJ-li  S  UUV  »  UW7«M 

My  ewaSuwnoah  Bell,  Da^e  ouek &  nigger  *e  J oh n  Crow, 

CHoaur.  1  When  oertfertiM’Simdaffwalk*  hego 

A,  ,  vwn  Iw^lealioMapattijiewelalh'dressM 

Da,  He  leabes  odder  aiggei*  iMe  lurch, 

„  Helieltda  gaUat-kao  oFdeie Joewh 

**“  gtwhfc,  to  whitman  «»Slaad  »  Bttt  gay  John  ’fore  I  Wife  to 

»»**  _  _  -  OhuMfa. 

Adieu,  SusaiOdh  BeU*  j,i  j ■  *v->.  (jutiuti  u 

„„  T,m  I  must  build  tbe erow»jM*t4 

T^S^JSSSSSimi  * 

Btfot.f  Mika*  wife  to  Ob.,<(»  l 

I  g-ow-,  Sg  he  build  doWU  bfr  io-fcog^ 

Bui°de  lime  ok,  who  can  tell. 

Whee  l  come 'long  back  to  do  Ohio, 

An  aw not  Suaanrtah  .Bell. 

I  kissed  her  long  ait  parting. 

As  bushed  ohoiajy  on  me  breaat* 

Do  teas  in  her  eye  war  starting# 

And  her  atteaoa  tple 
I  layed  beedowaby  de  cotton  tree. 


So  9*4*  PndHw*  Boh,  wid  lu§ 
treacle  pot. 

For  at  yea  I  turn  up  my  nose,  4 
,  Mary  Ann. 

Foratyou  I  turn  up.ro  *0*0*  V 


As  be  Clioobe  dat' piece  beat  far 

•  aanajM .*  -u  * . 

Sxys  Jobn  Crew  datf*  de  bery  ting, 
Nqw  1%  build  a  brass  gold  weddin 

- f  ’  *  ’  *  *  '  '  •  n  ■  r-  *’ 

And  some  fair  black  gall  home  I’ll 

.  .  br!1^,  f  *  ,!- 

Bor  she  tb  perch  fa  de  crows  meat. 

Don  .ofcor  4#  «neuntaip4’J  ohnn,y 


1)E  XIG&RK  tOAW, 

Sung  by  Mr;  OetfeUp^Tun*  t  iDowi» 


*  among  tbe  Rushes. 
Come  pull  away  my  Buffalo  hoy. 

wi to  i  i  mo  am  PpllU*  tO 

to  Ub. 


to. _ r  „  ,.r  w-..r-  ...  ,,  r  gnes, 

F«pm  do  foot  tp  do  «lM«  i«  hu  bery 
best  cloths. 

Stiff  starch  up  to  de  eyes  and  lioae, 

'  pifk  r ttoip  de  nest, 

He  fi  tM,  mace  wak  to  dat  coal  black 

BOt  ftt  4*pbn  ahe  turned  up  her  nose> 
i>en  tooourl  fair  Cucy^eaU  he  goes 
But  shield  not  roo-t  in  de  crows 
VO'  aww 

But  John.  Crow  went  to  work  again 


When  nis 
Dat’s^ 

C  alii  bash  and  tack^  ^ 

NeWfaave^Miintba  lurch  •,  ^ 
But  brandy  put  you  on  your  back, 
And  rum  br^th  tiok  yo*  olf  foui 
perch. 

De  buckra  man  him  bery  etaefc, 

.<**»m‘m£ti8ZSX 


p*  WJAE-FI-Y  LAMP. 

An  Aftawasa  Legend.— liusic  ty 
Datddhon.  w-  j 

qth,  ^abtpm  #bdr  fonVW  de  oddo# 

Ahar^o  big  Spirit  much  gtkd  her  to 

Her  canoe  dere  tag,  wid  de  aail  un* 
furled,  t**  ^ 

But  Babiua  not  wait  dere' for  me.  1 

chorus, 

i Jjw  ui 

Oh,  she  gone  to  de  lake  of  diaraa 
swamp, _  ....  . 


And  pitch’d  It  out  of  Mary  Blaiu; 

But  she  say  John  it’s  *11  in  vain, 

Wf d  i:  tiedde4<  crow  *’  in  bieis’d 
Ded  to  dat  'MN  Lucy  l;on g, 

John  piow  went  and  pitch  it  strong 
gays  he  twy  Lwcy  come  along, 

Hab  a  roobt  iw  the  crows  nest. 

tocjr  fair  black  face  hluah  slap  slick 

I’ye^shot  ie  crow  and  dat’a  all  right 
8y  qff  dem  ffewdaVbtVynlght, 


But  sometimes  he hfcart bery  mai*, w 

When  he  do  wrong  side  ob  de  right 
De  yaller  gale  data  tnm  da  Run t’r  > 

Aint  like  «ie  gals  from  MaHOikab 

De  lust  gab  know. d«»i,*l***'m*f 
De  odder  black  gals  is  all  preen. 

*wASw3BBS!fs 

By  teig  l  d  v  am  *nebl>r  last, 

*T8t’ 

Now  de  white  gal  is  de  gal  for  me— 
Dat  is  when  she  aint  black  ; 

But  she  can't  look  nigger  in  de  fact 
Wheu  on  him  she  turn  her  back. 

My  massa’s  twenty  gait,  you  see, 
Cos  I  spose  he  like  de  fun ; 


Where  all  night  long  wid  de  fire*fi> 
I  lamp, 

[  She  paddle  de  white  canoe. 


TOASTS  AND  SENTIMENTS. 


May  the  Jot.  p(  the  land  be  shared  t  amongst  the 
lean  of  the  people.  *  ,  , .  ,  /!  . 

Loyalty  without  folly,  apfi  lore  without  reason.  < 
May  the  foes  of  virtue  n  e  verb  a  vea  friend. 

Hiches  without  pride  and  prifl®  without  riches. 
Labour  to  do,  and  a  will*  to  do  it. 

May  we  always  be  witlr  a  altar  conscience  and 
never  without  a  shilling,  t  ! 

The  ox,  the  sifcd#^  and  thoplbujfh/t 
Navigation,  Importation  ,  Exportation,  and  Trans. 

portation,,  '  -  he  *:  j 

May  the  slanderous  tongue  be  its  Own  defamer. 
Old  wine  and  young  women;:  ** 

May  a  false  frientHtave  the  wages  he  works  for. 
May  every  traitor  Us  qleyated  by  having  a  drop  teo 
much.  ‘  c 

May  we  fear  love,  and  love  fear. 

May  we  profit  by  loss  without  losing  profit. 
May  those  who  have  too  much,  give  to  those  who  » 
have  too  Uitle.  •  «:  i .  •  -r;  <■  • '  •  '  , 

Patience  in  trouble  and  moderation tiu  success. 
'May  we  bear  affliction  i  with .  resignation  and  ad¬ 
vancement  without  ambition. 

A  good  name  well  gained  and  honestly  kept. 

May  the  sword  of  justice  he  swayed  by  the  heed 
of  mercy*  if  oV  i  (labours. 

May  bad  m^u  receive  the .  full  benefit  of  their 
To  the  petticoats  may  we  never  make  a  shift  with¬ 
out  them.  •  '  f>  n  !- 
Contentment wxth"averiee  out  of  place 
,  May  we  never  want  bread /to  make  a  toast,  or  he 
1  without  fuel  to  toaU  it. 

May  the  Navy  never  run  aground  and  the  Army 

May  we  form  a  good  will  and  have  the  resplutiea 
to  keep  it.  'r  '1.  ' 

May  we  scorn  meanness  and  avoid  frugality. 

May  those  who  kiss  and  tell  mevetmave  a  kiss  to 
A  dog’s  bite  to  a  puppy’s  days.  (tell  of. 

Health,  wealth,  and  prosperity. 

Ardour and  seal  without  asperity. 

Accept  with  hesitation  and!  bestow  with  discrimi- 
•  e  nation.  .  ,:S' 

May  the  People  fill  the  heart  of  the  Queen  and 
the  Queen  dll  the  belles  of  the  people. 

May  he  who  refuses  to  acknowledge  a  good  action 
be  in  want  of  a  good  action  to  acknowledge. 
Ships  with  sound  bottoms  and  sailors  'with  stout 
stout  hsartp. 

TJuity  anddibenmity. 

May  the  hangman  want  employment  and  the 
j  udge  be  without  a  sentenced  {.less. 

May  a  benefactor  be  brief,  and  a  barrister  be  brief- 
,  Iu  every  change  fflay  we  alter  Tor  the  best. 

When  we  goupba  a  bad  errahd  ttiay  we  alwhysrb- 
turn  empty  handed,  _ 

Addition  to  our  income,  and  subtraction  from  our 
>  difficulties.  ^  ’  . 

Multiplication  to  our  friend  and  division  to  our 
enomieo . 
May  we  e  ver  be  inconstant  to  bad  practices. 

Court  aotia  man  in  prosperity  Aar  slight,  him  in  . 

v*  adversity.  •»  •  *5  •• 

Never  take  No  from  a  pretty  girl,  without  con- 
signing  it  yon.;  * 

More  to  morrow.  »*'*  •,  i, 

May  we  get*  hohbatly  and  held  Securely. 

May^the  tongue  of  Jhe  slanderer  bo  subject  to  j 

May  monopoly  be  surfited  in  its  own  excess. 

May  charitable  kffff  Jjrbf okt  an  emulation 


May  every  liberal  heart  never  want  the  toofaf  to 
WbMc  with.-  .  ■  r,  ,{ ,  , 
A  wnfffl4ioart  and  a  free  hand . 

May  every  rogue  turn  out  an  honest  mao.  * 

May  every  honest  man  turn  out  a  roguo.  .  t* 

May  the  bravo  deserve  the  fair,  and  the  fair  be 

^  worth  deeper ving.  .  ;  •'  vo  ^ 

Let  wmliig.liv..  ,  .... 


May  glorious  freedom  never  make  top  free.'  v 
Let  us  always  lend  a  hand  to  the  atant  hat’s  lost  , 

L  t.  .hribttVi  ' ■> 

Let  descretion  goyera  the  battle  and  affection 
goWnthelaa*.  ‘ 

Let  Us  think  of  ourheads  in  the  periling.  ,  _  T 

< Neve  let  the  hands  betray  ths, heels. 

Good  wine  is  a  bounty,  abuseit  not. 

May ~we  always  make  the  most  of  a  good  thing 
*  *  without  making  too  M tile  of  on rselveo.  *  ^. 

Here’s  pot-luck,  and  may  we  gala  a  plot  (point* 
by  it.:  \  .  -  ~  •  •'  : 

Here  is  fanatiou.in  every  station,  betwixt  nation, 
and  nation  in  every  gradation,  .  *iv/o.r 

The  Wood  of  affection  to  the  heart  of  love.  .. 

If  we  cunt  bring  our  means  up  to  our  wishes  let 
us  bring  our  wishes, derwn  to  our  mepms.  .t  . 
May  we  always  keep  the  wolf  frqm  our  dbOr  by 
keeping  the  watch  dog  on  the  threshold. 

May  the  vigour  of  youth  bo  the  prop  of  ol^i  age. 

May  the  voice  of'  adversity  ho  the  lesson  of  J 
'  T  utility.4  ' 

May  the  voice  of  the  needy  touch  the  heart  of  the 
wealthy.  fell. 

May  ingratitude  be  the  dog  of  the  ungrate* 
May  we  all  be  supporters  ts ,  the  roof  we  ars 
under. 

May  the  remembrance  of  past  actions  be  apresfewt 
consolation. 

To  the  girl  we  love  and  the  friends  we  honour. 
Here’s  wisdom  to  the  fool,  honesty  to  the  rogue, 
and  honour  to  the  henetf  man. 

Wino  >  wit  amd  women. 

The  wine  eld,  women  young,  aud  wit  genuine. 

May  hope  conquer  despair. 

May  tfc*c  loads  ofte  day  he  lost  in  the  sunshine 
of  to  morrow. 

When  misfortune  purities  us,  aaay  she  fall  lame 
on  the  road. 

Here’s  to  my  father, s  only  sou  and  all  his  best 
1  n  friends,  w-  V.  #i  “  ,  ''  -  *>vC 

May  the  tempest  of  the  heartsubside  In  a  oAlm. 

To  a  bold  rider,  A  stauuch  boric  and  hounds. 

May  dehtaaddoubt  he  at  tfteboutai  of  a  w elt 
May  we  take  a  brush,  hut  never  buy;  hi  brash. 

May  the  butcher's  visit  *  put  i  the  /  doctor  out  o£ 
’countenance.  '  .  »  r ,  r 

May  we.  drink  like  beast  and  {ike .men.  5  , 

May  every  young  eouple  grow  old  in  happiness. 

May  crime  become  so  bad  that  wt  shall  be  ashamed 

May  of  the  Treasury  be  a  treasure 

!  to  the  00 untry.  r 

May  the  widows  beoomemighty. 

May  an  honpureble  resistance  ever  prevail. 

May  tbe  glass’ that  cheers  never  destroy. 

Prosperity  to  thereof  ^  we’re  nnder. 

Let  us  give  and  take. 

May  we  always. wferk  en  the  square,  be  adteuUue 
to  rule, be  phiuip  U  the  maia; and  keep  with.  1 
May  ohrtdv*  for  the  fair  sex  never  induce  a  food 
In  compass.  [actiou.  1 

May  the  light  of  other  duyu  never  reflect  a  present 
regret.  :  \ 


a  .  j  i  1  .jfj  t.-i  i:  n  A* 
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